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ABDELAZER; 

OR, THE 

Moor's Revenge. 




PROLOGUE, 

KHS9H|./4//[iHe.r, you have fa long dan a&fent hence, 
KnfijM That you have alntofl cool d your Diligence ; 
[Ml For -while wefludy or revive a Play, 
BKSjl You, like good Husbands, in the Country Jlay, 
There frugally -wear out your Summer Suit, \ 
And in Frixe Jerkin after Beagles toot ; \ 
Or, in MonUro-Caps, at Fetdfares fhoot. ) 
Nay, fame arefo obdurate in their Sin, 
That they fa/ear never to come up again, 
But all their Charge of Clothes and Treat retrench, 
To Gloves and Stockings for fonte Country Wench: 
Even they, who in the Summer had Mifkaps, 
Send up to Town for Phyfickfor their Claps. 

A 2 The 



4 PROLOGUE. 

The Ladies too are as refoli/d as they. 

And having Debts unknown to them, they flay, 

And with the Gain of Chee/e and Poultry pay. 

Even in their Vifits, they from Banquets fall, 

To entertain with Nuts and Bottle- Ale ; 

And in Difcourfe with Secrefy report 

State-News, thatpafl a Twelve-month fince at Court. 

Thofe of them who are mofl refined, and gay, 

Now learn the Songs of the laft Summers Play : 

While the young Daughter does in private mourn, 

Her Love's in Town, and hopes not to return* 

Thefe Country Grievances too great appear : 

But cruel Ladies, we have greater here ; 

You come not/harp, as you are wont, to Plays : 

But only on thefirfl andfecond Days : 

This made our Poet, in her Vifits, look 

What newflrange Courfes, for your time you took, 

And to her great Regret fhe found toofoon, 

Damttd Beafts and Ombre f pent the Afternoon j 

So that we cannot hope to fee you here 

Before the little Net-work Purfe be clear. 

Suppofe you fhould have Luck 

Yet fitting upfo late, as I am told, 

You* 11 lofe in Beauty what you win in Gold : 

And what each Lady of another fays, 

Will make you new Lampoons, and us new Plays. 



\ 



Dramatis 



j 



Dramatis Perfonas. 



MEN. 

Ferdinand, a Young King of Spain, in 1 
love with Florella, > 

Philip, his Brother, 

Abdelaser, the Moor, 

Mendoso, Prince Cardinal, in love with ) 
the Queen, 1 

Attmso, a young Nobleman of Spain, i 
contracted to Leonora, 

Roderigo, a Creature to the Moor, 

j Two Officers of Philip's. \ 



Antonio, 

Sebajlian, 

Ofmin, \ Moors,' and Officers to AS- i 

Zarrack, > delayer, * 



Mr. Medlmrm. 
Mr. Crosbte. 
Mr. NorrU. 
Mr. John Lee. 
Mr. Percivall. 
Mr. Richards. 



Officers, Pages, and Attendants. 



WOMEN. 

Ifabetla, Queen of Spain, Mother to} 

Ferdinand and Philip, in love with > Mrs. Lee. 

Abde laser, J 

Leonora, her Daughter, Sifter to Ferdi- | M „ »„„ 

nondand Philip, \ Mrs ~ Ba ™*- 

Florella, Wife to Abdelaser, and Sifter { „„ „,,,„,„ 

to Alonsa, \ Mrs " &"«">*■ 

Elvira, Woman to the Queen, Mrs. Osborne. 

Other Women Attendants. 



SCENE Spain, and Jn the Camp. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A rich Chamber. 

A Table with Lights, Abdelazer fullenly 'leaning his Head 
on his Hands : after a little while, fHll Mufick plays. 

SONG. 

O V E in fantaflick Triumph fat, 

Whilfl bleeding Hearts around him flow } a\ 
For whomfrefh Pains he did create, 

Andflrange Tyrannick Pow*r he fhru?d\ 
From thy bright Eyes he took his Fires, 
Which round about in f port he hurVd; 
But 'twas from mine he took Defires, 
Enough fundo the amorous World. 

From me he took his Sighs and Tears, 

From thee his Pride and Cruelty ; 
From me his Languifhments and Fears, 

And ev*ry killing Dart from thee : 
Thus thou, and I, the God have arm'd, 

Andfet him up a Deity ; 
But my poor Heart alone is harmed, 

Whilfl thine the ViOor is, and free. 

[After which he rouses, and gases. 

Abd On me this Mufick loft? this Sound on me 

That hates all Softnefs ? What, ho, my Slaves ! 

Enter Ofmin, Zarrack. 

Ofm. My gracious Lord — {Enter Queen, Elvira* 

Qh. My deareft Abdelazer 

Abd. Oh, are you there? Ye Dogs, how came 

(he in? 

Did I not charge you on your Lives to watch, 

That none difturb my Privacy ? Qu. 



The Moor's Revenge. 

Qx. My gentle AbeUlazer, 'tis thy Queen, 
Who has laid afide the Bufinefs of her State, 

To wanton in the kinder Joys of Love 

Play all your f wee left Notes, fuch as infpire 
The aclive Soul with new and loft Defire, 



[To the Mufuk, they p fay foft/y. 
—thus dying, fan the Fire. 



Whilll we from Eyes thus dying, fan the Fire. 

[She fits down by him. 

Abd. Ccafc that ungrateful Noife. [Mujlck ceafes. 

Qu. Can ought that I command difpleafc my Moor ? 

Abd. Away, fond Woman. 

Qu. Nay, prithee be more kind. 

Abd. Nay, prithee Good Queen, leave me — I am dull, 
unfit for Dalliance now. 

Qu, Why dofl thou frown ?— to whom was that Curie 
fent ! 

Abd. To thee 

Qu. To me i it cannot be to me, fweet 

Moorl 

No, no, it cannot prithee fmile unon me — ■ — 

Smile, whilft a thoufand Cupids fhall defcend 
And call thee Jove, and wait upon thy Smiles, 
Deck thy fmooth Brow with Flowers ; 
WhiUl in my Eyes, needing no other Glafs, 
Thou (halt behold and wonder at thy Beauty. 

Abd: Away, away, be gone 

Qu. Where bail thou learnt this Language, that can fay 
But thofe rude Words— Away, away, be gone? 
Am I grown ugly now ? 

Abd. Ugly as Hell 

Qu. Didfl thou not love me once, and fwore that 
Hetvn 
Dwelt in my Face and Eyes i 

Abd Thy Face and Eyes ! — Baud, fetch me here a 
Glafs [To Elvira. 

And thou (halt fee the Balls of both thofe Eyes 
Burning with Fire of Lull : 
That Blood that dances in thy Cheeks to hot, 
That have not I to cool it 
Made an Extraction even of rey Soul, 

A 4 Deca/d 





Decay'd my Youth, only to feed thy LuA f 
And wou'dft thou dill purfue me to my Grave 1 

Qu. All this to me, my Abddaser? 

Abd. I cannot ride through the Cajlilitm Streets, 
But thoufand Eyes throw tilling Looks at me, 
And cry— That's he that docs abufe our King — 
There goes the Minion of the Spanijk Queen, 
Who, on the lazy Pleafures of his Love, 

Spends the Revenues of the King of Spain 

This many-headed Bead your Lull has arm'd. 

Qu. How dare you, Sir, upbraid me with my Love ? 

Abd. I will not anfwer thee, nor hear thee fpcalc 

Qu. Not hear me fpeak !— Yes, and in Thundertoo ; 
Since all my Paflion, all my foft Intreaties 
Can do no good upon thee, 
111 fee (fince thou had baniflVd all thy Love, 
That Love, to which I've facrifie'd my Honour) 
If thou hafl any Senfe of Gratitude, 
For all the mighty Graces I have done thee. 

Abd. Do ; — and in thy Story loo, do not leave out 
How dear thofe mighty Graces 1 have purchas'd ; 
My blooming Youth, my healthful vigorous Youth, 
Which Nature gave me for more noble Anions 
Than to lie fawning at a Woman's Feet, 

And pafs my Hours in Idlenefs and Love 

If I cou'd blulh, I ftioud thro all this Cloud 
Send forth my Senfe of Shame into my Cheeks. 

Qu. Ingrate ! 
Have 1 for this abus'd the bed of Men, 
My noble Husband ? 
Depriving him of all the Joys of Love, 
To bring them all intirely to thy Bed ; 
Neglected all my Vows, and fworn 'em here a-ncw, 

Here, on thy Lips 

F. *hau (led Trcafures that wou'd purchafe Crowns, 

To buy thy Smiles to buy a gentle Look ; 

And when thou did repay me bled the Giver? 

Oh Abdtlaztr, more than this I've done 

This very Hour, the laft the King a 



thus my Bounties are repaid P 



What- 
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Whate'er a Crime fo great defcrves from Heav'n, 

By Abdtlazer might have been forgiven : [Weeps. 

But I will be revvmg'd by Patience, 

And e'er the King dies, own my black Offence 

And yet that's not enough Elvira [Pau/es. 

Cry murder, murder, help, help. 

[She and her Women cry aloud, he is fttrpriJd, 
the Qiiceit falls, he drams a Dagger at Elvira. 

Elv. Help, murder, murder ! 

Abd. Hell, what's this peace Baud Tdeath, 

They'll raife the Court upon me, and then I'm loft 

My Queen — my Goddefs — Oh raife your lovely Eyes, 
J have diffembied Coldnefs all this while ; 
And that Deceit was but to try thy Faith. 

[Takes her up,fets her in a Chair, then kneels. 

Look up — by Heav'n 'twas Jealoufy 

Pardon your Slave— pardon your poor Adorer. 

Q*. Thou didft upbraid me with my fhameful Paflion. 

A6d. I'll tear my Tongue out for its Profanation, 

Q>t. And when I woo'd thee but to fmile upon me, 
Thou cry'ft — Away, I'm dull, unfit for Dalliance. 

Abd. Call back the frighted Blood into thy Cheeks, 
And I'll obey the Dictates of my Love, 

And finile, and kifs, and dwell for ever here 

Enter Ofmin hajlily. 
How now why dar'il thou lb ; 

Ofm. My Lord— — -the King is dead. 

Abd. The King dead ! — 'Twas time then to diflemblc. 
[AJide. 

What means this Rudenefs ?- [One knocks. 

Enter Zarrack. 

Zar. My Lord — the Cardinal inquiring for the Queen, 
The Court is in an uproar, none can find her. 

Abd. Not find the Queen! and wou'd you fcarch her 
here? 

(>. What fhall I do T I mud not here be found. 

Abd. Oh, do not fear— no Cardinal enters here ; 

No King — no God. that moans to be fecurc 

Slaves guard the Doors, and fuffcr none to enter, 



AS 



whiirt 



IO 



Abdelazer; or, 



Whilft I, my charming Queen, provide for your Security— 

You know there is a Vault deep under Ground, 

Into the which the bufy Sun ne'er entered, 

But all is dark, as are the Shades of Hell, 

Thro which in dead of Night I oft have pafs'd, 

Guided by Love, to your Apartment, Madam—— 

They knock agen— thither, my lovely Miftrefs, [Knocks, 

Suffer your felf to be conducted 

O/mtn, attend the Queen— defcend in hafle, 

[Qutcn, Ofm. and Elv. dtfccndtlu Vault. 
My Lodgings are befct. 

Zar. I cannot guard the Lodgings longer 

Don Ordania, Sir, to feek the Queen 

AM. How dare theyfeek her here? 

Zar. My Lord, the King has fwooned twice, 
And being recovered, calls for her Majefty. 

Abd. The King not dead ! go Zarrack, and aloud 

Tell Don Ordortio and the Cardinal, 

He that dares enter here to feek the Queen, 

[Puts his Hand to his Sward, 
Had better fnatch the She from the fierce fide 

Of a young amorous Lion, and 'twere fafer. 

Again, more knocking! 

Zar. My gracious Lord, it is your Brother, Don A- 

Abd. I will not have him enter 1 am diforder'd. 

Zar. My Lord, 'lis now too late. 
Enter Alonio. 

A/on. Saw you not the Queen, my Lord? 

Abd, My Lord. 

A/on. Was not the Queen here with you 1 

Abd. The Queen with me ! 
Becaufe, Sir, I am married to your Sifter, 
You, like your Sifter, muft be jealous loo : 
The Queen with me ! with me ! a Moor ! a Devil ! 
A Slave of Barbary ! for fo 

Your gay young Courtiers chriften me — But Don, 
Altho my Skm be black, within my Veins 

Runs Blood as red, and royal as the bed. 

My Father, Great Abdela, with his Life 

Loft 
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Loll loo his Crown ; both moil unjuflly raviih'd 
By Tyrant Philip, your old King I mean. 
How many Wounds his valiant Bread receiv'd, 
E'er he would yield to part with Life and Empire: 
Mcthinks I fee him coveiM o'er with Blood, 
Fainting amidft thofe numbers he had conquer'd. 
I was but young, yet old enough to grieve, 
Tho not revenge, or to defy my Fetters : 
For then began my Slavery ; and e'er finee 
Have feen that Diadem by this Tyrant worn, 
Which crown'd the facred Temples of my Father, 
And fhou'd adorn mine now — fhou'd ! nay, and mull — 

Go tell him what I fay— 'twill be but Death 

Go, Sir, the Queen's not here. 

AloH. Do not miilake me, Sir, or if I wou'd, 

I've no old King to tell— the King is dead 

And I am anfwer'd, Sir, to what I came for, 

And fo good night. [Exit. 

Add. Now all that's brave and villain feize my Soul, 
Reform each Faculty that is not ill, 
And make it fit for Vengeance, noble Vengeance. 
Oh glorious Word ! fit only for the Gods, 
For which they form'd their Thunder, 
Till Man ufurp'd their Power, andjby Revenge 
Sway'd Defiiny as well as tiey, and took their trade of 

And thou, almighty Love, 

Dance in a thoufand forms about my Perfon, 

That this fame Queen, this eafy Spauifk Dame, 



And fit on high ; here, here upon my Head. 
Let Fools fear Fate, thus I my Stars defy : 



The influence of this — muft r 

[Pointing i 



his Sword. \Extt. 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Ferdinand -weeping, Ordonio hearing the Crown, 
followed by Alonio, leading Leonora weeping ; Flo- 
rella, Roderigo, Mendozo, met by the Queen weep- 
ing; Elvira and Women. 

Qu. What doleful Cry was lhat, which like the Voice 
Ofangry Heav'n ftruck thro my trembling Soul f 
Nothing but horrid Shrieks, nothing but Death ; 
Whilft 1, bowing my Knees to the cold Earth, 
Drowning my Cheeks in Rivulets of Tears, 
Sending up Prayers in Sighs, t' implore from Heaven 

Health for the Royal Majefty of Spain 

All oVd, the Majefty of Spain is dead. 

Whilft the fad Sound flew through the ecchoing Air, 

And reach'd my frighted Soul Inform my Fears, 

Oh my Fernanda, oh my gentle Son — [Weeps. 

King. Madam, read here the truth, if looks can (hew 
That which I cannot fpeak, and you wou'd know : 
The common Fate in ev'ry Face appears ; 
A King's great lofs the publick Gnef declares, 
But lis a Father's Death that claims my Tears. 

[Card, leads in the Queen attended. 

Leon. Ah Sir 1 
If you thus grieve, who afcend by what y'ave loft, 
To all the Greatnefs that a King can boaft ; 
What Tributes from my Eyes and Heart are due, 
WhoVe loft at once a King and Father too ? 

King. My Leonora cannot think my Grief 
Can from thofe empty Glories find relief ; 
Nature within my Soul has equal (hare, 
And that and Love furmount mv Glory there. 
Had Heav'n continu'd Royal Philip's Life, 
And giVn me bright Florella for a Wife, 

[Bows to Florella. 
To Crown and Scepters I had made no claim, 
But ow'd my Bleflings only to my Flame. 
But Heav'n well knew in giving thee away, [To Flor. 

I had no bus'nefs for another Joy. [ Weeps. 
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The King, Alonso, with his dying Breath, 

f Turns to Alon. and Leon. 
To you my beauteous Sifter did bequeath ; 
And I his Generofity approve, 
And think you worthy Leonards Love. 

Enter Card, and Queen weeping. 

Alon. Too glorioufly my Services are paid, 
lathe poffeffion of this Royal Maid, 
To whom my guilty Heart durfl ne'er afpire, 
But rather chofe to languifli in its Fire. 

Enter Philip in a Page, Antonio and Sebaftian. 

Phil. I know he is not dead ; what envious Powers 
Duril fnatch him hence 1 he was all great and good, 
As fit to be adoHd as they above. 
Where is the Body of my Royal Father 1 
That Body which infpir'd by's facrcd SouL 
Aw'd all the Univerfc with cv"ry Frown, 
And (aught 'em all Obedience with his Smiles. 
Why (land you thus diftrafted— Mother— Brother— 

My Lords Prince Cardinal 

Has Sorrow ftruck you dumb ? 

Is this my Welcome from the Toils of War? 

When in his Bofom I Ihou'd find repofe, 

To meet it cold and pale !— Oh guide me to him, 

And with my Sighs I'll breathe new Life into't 

King. There's all that's left of Royal Philip now, 

[PhiL gees out. 
Pay all thy Sorrow there — whilft mine alone 
Are fwoln too high t" admit of Lookers on. 
Philip returns weeping. 

Phil. His Soul is fled to all Eternity ; 
And yet methought it did inform his Body, 
That L his darling Philip, was arriVd 
With Conquefl on my Sword ; and even in Death 
Sent me his Joy in Smiles. 

Qk. If Souls can after Death have any Senfe 
Otnuman things, his will be proud to know 
That Philip is a Conqueror. 

[Enter 
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Enter Abdelazer. 
Bui do not drown thy Laurels thus in Tears, 
Such Tributes leave to us, thou art a Soldier. 

Phil, Gods ! this (hou'd be my Mother 

Men. It is, great Sir, the 0_ueen. 

Phil. Oh fhe's too foul for one or t'other Title. 

Qu. How, Sir, do you not know me '! 

Phil, When you were juft, I did, 
And with a Reverence, fuch as we pay Heav'n, 

I paid my awful Duty ; 

But as you have abus'd my Royal Father, 
For fuch a Sin the baieft of your Slaves 
Wou'd blufti to call you Mother, 

Qu. What means my Son ? 

Phil. Son! by Heav'n I fcorn the Title. 

Qu. Oh ! Infolence out of my fight, rude Boy. 

Phil. We muft not part fo. Madam ; 

I firil mull let you know your Sin and Shame ; 

Nay hear mc calmly — for by Heav'n you Ihall 

My Father whilft he liv'd, tir'd his ftrong Arm 

With numerous Battles 'gainfl the Enemy, 

Wafting his Brains in warlike Stratagems ; 

To bring Confufion on the faithlefs Moors, 

Whilft you, lull'd in foft Peace at home, betray'd 

His Name to everiafting Infamy : 

SufferM his Bed to be defil'd with Luft, 

Gave up your fclf, your Honour, and your Vows, 

To wanton in yon footy Lecher's Arms. [Points to Abd. 

Aid. Me doll thou mean ? 

Phil. Yes, Villain, thee, thou Hell-begotten Fiend, 
'Tis thee I mean. 

Qu, Oh moft unnatural, to difhonour me ! 

Phil. That Dog you mean, that has dilhonour'd you, 
Dnh'jnour'd me, thefc Lords, nay, and all Spain ; 
This Devil's he, that 

Add. That— what— Oh pardon me if I throw off 

All Ties of Duty j wert thou ten King's Sons, 

And I as many Souls as I have Sins, 

Thus I would haiard all. [Draws, they all run between. 

Phil Stand ofiT— or I'll make way upon thy Bofom. 

Abd. 
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Aid How got you. Sir, this daring ? 

Phil. From iapt'd Philip s Death, 
Who, whiUl he UVd, unjuflly cherifli'd thee, 
And fet thee up beyond the reach of Fate ; 
Blind with thy brutal Valor, deaf with thy Flatteries, 
Difcover'd not the Treafon thou didft aft. 
Nor none durfl let him know 'em — but did he live, 
1 wou'd aloud proclaim them in his Ears. 

Aid. You durfl as well been damn'd. 

Phil. Hell feize me if I want Revenge for this 

Not dare ! 

Arife thou injur'd Ghofl of my dead King, 
And thro thy dreadful Falencfs dart a Horror, 
May fright this pair of Vipers from their Sins. 

Aid. Oh infupporlable ! dolt hear me, Boy? 

Qft. Are ye all mute, and hear me thus upbraided ? 

[To the Lordt. 

Phil, Dare ye detain me whillt the Traitor braves me? 

Men. Forbear, my Prince, keep in that noble Heat 
That fhou'd be better us'd than on a Slave. 



By the Authority of my Government, 
Which yet I hold over the King of Spain, 
By Warrant of a Council from the Peers, 
And (as an Unbeliever) from the Church, 
I utterly deprive thee of that Greatnefs, 
Thofe Offices and Trulls you hold in Spain. 

Abd. Cardinal — who lent thee this Commiflion ? 
Grandees of Spain, do you content to this ? 

AIL We do. 

Alan. What Reafon for it ? let his Faith be try'd. 

Men. It needs no tryal, the Proofs are evident, 
And his Religion was his Veil for Treafon. 

Alan. Why (hould you queflion his Religion, Sir ? 
He does profefs Chriftianity. 

Men. Ves, witne-fs the Habit which he ftill retains 

In fcom to ours 

His Principles are loo as unalterable. 

Aid. Is that the only Argument you bring / 
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I tell thee, Cardinal, not thy Holy Gown 

Covers a Soul more fanftif/d than this Moorifh Robe. 

Phil. Damn his Religion — he has a Thoufand Crimes 
That will yet better juftify your Sentence. 

Men. Come not within the Court ; for if you do, 
Worfe mifchief ihall enfue — you have your Sentence. 

[Ex. PhiL and Men. 

Alan. My Brother banifii'd ! 'tis very fudden ; 
For thy fake, Sifter, this mufl be recall'd. [To Flor. 

Qlt. AIohbo, join with me, I'll to the King, 
And check the Pride of this infulting Cardinal. 

[Exeunt all, except Abdelazer, Florella. 

Aid. Banifh'd ! if 1 digeft this Gall, 
May Cowards pluck the Wreath from off my Brow, 
Which I have purchas'd with fo many Wounds. 

And all for Spain ; for Spain ! ingrateful Spain ! 

Oh my Florella, all my Glory's vanifh'd, 

The Cardinal (Oh damn him) wou'd have me banifh'd. 

Flor. But, Sir, I hope you will not tamely go. 

Aid. Tamely ;- ha, ha, ha, — yes, by all means — 

A very honeft religious Cardinal ! 

Flor. I wou'd not for the World you mould be ba- 
nifh'd. 

Aid, Not Spain, you mean — for then (he leaves the 
King. [A/ide. 

What if I be t Fools ! not to know all parts o'th' 

World 
Allow enough for Villany ; for 111 be brave no more. 

It is a Crime and then I can live any where 

But fay I go from hence — 1 leave behind me 

A Cardinal that will laugh 1 leave behind me 

A Philip that will clap his Hands in fport- 

But the worft Wound is this, I leave my Wrongs, 
Dilhonours, and my Difconlents, all unreveng'd — 
Leave me, Florella —prithee do not weep ; 
I love thee, love thee wondroully — go leave me — 

I am not now at leifurc to be fond 

Go to your Chamber— go. 

Flar. No, to the King 111 fly, 
And beg him to revenge thy Infamy. [Ex. Flor. 

To 
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To him Alonzo. 

Alon. The Cardinal's mad to have thee bani!h'diyfci»»; 
I've left the Queen in angry Contradiction, 
Bui yet 1 fear the Cardinal's Reafoning. 

Aid. This Prince's Hate proceeds from Lme, 
He's jealous of the Queen, and fears my Power. [Afide. 

Alon. Come, roufe thy wonted Spirits, awake thy Soul, 
And arm thy Juftice with a brave Revenge; 

Abd. I'll arm no Juftice with a brave Revenge. 

[Sullenly. 

Alon. Shall they then triumph o'er thee, who were once 
Proud to attend thy conqu'ring Chariot-YVheels ? 

Abd. I care not — 1 am a Dog, and can bear wrongs. 

Alon. But, Sir, my Honour is concern'd with yours, 
Since my lov'd Sifter did become your Wife ; 
And if yours did fuffer, mine too is unfafe. 

Abd. 1 cannot help it— 

Alan. What Ice has chill'd thy Blood ? 
This Patience was not wont to dwell with thee. 

Abd. 'Tis true ; but now the World is changM yon fee; 
Thou art too brave to know what I refolve— [Afide. 

No more here comes the King with my Ftortlla. 

He loves her, and ihe fwears to mc (he is chafte ; 

"Tis well, if true well too, if it be falfe : [Afide. 

I care not, 'tis Revenge 

That I muil facritice my Love and Pleasure to. 

[Alon. and Abd. /land afide. 
Enter King, Lords, Guards paffntg over the Stage. 
Florella in fupfiliant pojliere weeping. 

King. Thou woo'fl. me to reverfe thy Husband's Doom, 
And I woo thee for Mercy on my felf , 
Why ihoud'ft thou fue to him for Life and Liberty, 
For any other, who himfelf lies dying, 
Imploring from thy Eyes a little Pity? 

Flor. Oh mighty King I in whofe fole Power, like Heav*!!, 
The Lives and Safeties of your Slaves remain, 
Hear and redrefs my Abdeliiser's Wrongs. 

King. All Lives and Safeties in my Power remain! 
Midakcn charming Creature, if my Power 
Be fuch, who kneel and bow to thee, 

» What 
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What mud thine be, 

Who hail the Sovereign Command o'er me and it ? 

Wou'dft thou give Life ? turn but thy lovely Eyes 

Upon the wretched thing ihat wants it, 

And he will furely live, and live for ever. 

Canft thou do this, and com'ft to beg of me? 

Flor. Alas, Sir, what 1 beg's what you alone can give, 
My Aidetaser's Pardon. 

King. Pardon 1 can any thing ally'd to thee offend ? 
Thou art fo facred and fo innocent, 
That but to know thee, and to look on thee. 
Mult change even Vice to Virtue. 
Oh my FloreltaJ 

So perfectly thou dofl poffefs my Soul, 
That ev'ry With of thine (hall be obey"d : 
Say, wou'dft Ihou have thy Husband fharc my Crown? 
Do but fubmit to love me, and 1 yield it. 

Flor. Such Love as humble Subjects owe their King, 

[Kneels, he lakes ker up. 
And as fuch I dare pay, I offer here. 

King. I mufl confefs it is a Price too glorious : 
But my Florella 

Abd. I'll interrupt your amorous Difcourfe. [AJide. 

[Abd. comes up to them. 

Flor. Sir, Abdelazar's here. 

King. His Prefence never was lets welcome to me ; — 
[A/ide. 
But Madam, durfl the Cardinal ufe this Infolence ? 
Where is your noble Husband? 

AM. He fees me, yet inquires for mc. [AJide. 

Flor. Sir, my Lord is here. 

King. Abdtlassar, I have heard with much furprize, 
O'th 1 Injuries you've receiv'd, and mean to right you : 
My Falher lov'd you well, made you his General, 
I think you worthy of that H onour fUU, 

Abd. True for my Wife's fake, [Aftde. 

King. When my Coronation is folemniied, 
Be prtfent there, and re-aflume your wonted Slate and 

Place ; 
And fee how 1 will check the infolent Cardinal. 
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Abd. I humbly thank my Sovereign — 

[Kneels, and kiffes the Kings Hand. 
That he loves my Wife fo well. [Afide. 

[Exeunt. 
Afanenl Abdelazer, Florella. 

Flat. Wilt thou not pay my Service with one Smile i 
Have I not afted well the Suppliant's part ? 

Aid. Oh wonderfully I /ave learnt the Art to move- 
Go, leave me. 

Flor. Still out of humour, thoughtful, and difpleas'd? 
And why at me, my Abdelaser f what have I done ? 

Abd. Rarely ! you cannot do amifs you are fo beauti- 
ful, 

So very fair Go, get you in, I fay — 

[Tumi her in roughly. 
She has the art of dallying with my Sou!, 
Teaching it lazy foft nefs from her Looks. 
But now a nobler Paflion's enter'd there, 
And blows it thus — to Air — Idol Ambition, 
Flortlla muft to thee a Viflim fall : 

Revenge, to thee — a Cardinal and Prince ; 

And to my Love and Jealoufy, a King 

More yet, my mighty Deities, 111 do, 
None that you e'er infpir'd like me (hall aft ; 
That fawning fervile Crew Ihali follow next, 
Who with the Cardinal cry'd, banifh Abdelaser. 

Uke Eajtern Monarchs I'll adorn thy Fate, 

And to the Shades thou /halt de/cend in State. [Exit. 
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A C T II. S C E N E II. 

Enter the King crown? a\ Philip, Mendozo, Queen, Leo- 
nora, Florella, Elvira, Alonzo, Roderigo, Ordonio, 
Sebailian, Antonio, Officers and Guards \ met by Ab- 
delazar follow'd by Ofinin, Zarrack, and Moors attend- 
ing. He comes in with Pride, flaring on Philip and 
Mendozo, and takes hisfland next the King. 

PhiL WJ H Y (lares the Devil thus, as if he meant 

V V From his infectious Eyes to fcattcr Plagues, 
And poifon all the World ? Was he not banifh'd 1 

How dares the Traitor venture into th' Pretence ? 

Guards, fpurn the Villain forth. 

Abd. Who fpums the Moor 

Were better fet his foot upon the Devil 

Do, fpurn me, and this Hand thus judly arm'd, 
Sli;il], like ,1 Thunder-bolt, breaking the Clouds, 
Divide hisBody from his Soul-Hand back — [To the Guards. 
Spurn Abdelaxarf 

Phil. Death, (hall we bear this Infolence ? 

Alon. Great Sir, I think this Sentence was uniaft. 

{To the King. 

Men. Sir, you're too partial to be judge in this, 
Andfhall not give your Voice. 

Abd. Proud Cardinal — but he (hall— and give it loud. 
And (hall not ! who (hall hinder him ! 

Phil. This— and cut his Wind-pipe too, [Offers to draw. 
To fpoil bis whifp'ring, [Abd. offers to draw, his At- 

tendants do the fame. 

King. What means this Violence 1 
Forbear to draw your Swords — 'tis we command. 

Abd. Sir, do me Juftice, I demand no more. 

[Kneels, and offers his Sword. 
And at your Feet we lay our Weapons down. 

Men. Sir, Abdelazar has had Juftice done, 
And (lands by me banifh'd the Court of Spain. 

King. How, Prince Cardinal ! 
From whence do you derive Authority 

To 
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To banilh him the Court without our leave? 

Men. Sir, from my Care unto your royal Perron, 
As I'm your Governor — then for the Kingdom's Safety. 

King. Becaufe I was a Boy, mud I be Hill fo ? 
Time, Sir, has given me in [hat formal Ceremony, 
And I am of an age to rule alone ; 
And from henceforth difcharge you of your Care. 
Wc know your near relation to this Crown, 
And wanting Heirs, that you mufl fill the Throne; 
Till when, Sir, I am abfolute Monarch here, 
And you mull learn Obedience. 

Men. Pardon my zealous Duty, which I hope 
You will approve, and not recal his Banifhment. 

King. Sir, but I will ; and who dares contradict it, is 
a Traitor. 

Phil. I dare the firft, yet do defy the lafl 

King. My hot-brain'd Sir, I'll talk to you anon. 

Men. Sir, I am wrong'd, and will appeal to Rome. 

Phil, By Heav'n I'll to the Camp— Brother, farewcl, 
When next I meet thee, it fhall be in Arms, 
If thou can'ft get loofc from thy Millrefs" Chains, 
Where thou ly'ft drown'd in idle wanton Love. 

Abd. Hah — his Millrefs — who is't Prince Philip means T 

Phil. Thy Wife, thy Wife, proud Moor, whom thou'rt 

To fell for Honour for eternal Infamy 

Does't make thee fnar! 1— Bite on, whilft thou fhalt fee, 
I go for Vengeance, and 'twill come with me. 

[Going out, turns and draws. 
Abd. Stay ! for 'tis here already — turn, proud Boy. 

[Abd. draws. 
King. What mean you, Philipl— [Tolls to him a/ide. 
Qm. Ccafe, ceafe your moll impolitick Rage. [To Abd. 
Is this a time to fhew't 1— Dear Son, you are a King, 
And may allay this Tempcfl. 

King. How dare you djfobey my Will and Pleafure T 

[To Abd. 
Abd. Shall I becalm, and hear my Wife call'd Whore? 
Were he great feve, and arm'd with all his Lightning, 
By Heav'n I could not hold my jull Refentment. 

Qu. 
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Qu. 'Twas in his Paffion, noble Aklelasar 

[King talking to Phil, afide. 
Imprudently thou doft difcirm thy Rage, 
And giv'ft the Foe a warning, e'er thou (trik'fl ; 
When with thy Smiles ihou might'fl fecurcly ktlL 
You know the Paffion that the Cardinal bears me ; 
His Pow'r too o'er Philip, which well manag'd 

Will ferve to ruin both : put up your Sword 

When next you draw it, teach it how to afl. 

Add. You fhame me, and command me. 

Qft. Why all this Rage ? — does it become you, Sir ? 

[To Men. afide. 
What ist you mean to do 1 

Men. You need not care, whilfl Abdflaset** fafe. 

Qu. Jealoufy upon my Life— how gay it looks ! 

Men. Madam, you want that pitying Regard 
To value what I do, or what I am j 
I'll therefore lay my Cardinal's Hat afide, 
And in bright Arms demand my Honour back. 

Qu. ls't thus, my Lord, you give me Proofs of Love? 
Have then my Eyes loft all their wonted Power 1 
And can you quit the hope of gaining me, 

To follow your Revenge i go go to fight, 

Bear Arms againft your Country, and your King, 
All for a little worthlefs Honour loft. 

Men. What is it, Madam, you would have me do I 

Qu. Not fide with Philip, as you hope my Grace- 
Now, Sir, you know my Pleafure, think on't welL 

Men. Madam, you know your Power o'er your Slave, 

And ufe it too tyrannically but difpofe 

The Fate of him,whofe Honour, andwhofe Life, 

Lies at your Mercy 

111 (lay and die, fince 'tis your gracious Pleafure. 

King. Philip, upon your Life, 
Upon your flrift Allegiance, I conjure you 
To remain at Court, till 1 have reconcil'd you. 

Phil Never Sir; 
Nor can vou bend my Temper to that Tamenefs. 

King. ^Tis in my Power to charge you as a Prifoner ; 
But you're my Brother yet remember too 
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I am your King No more. 

Phil. I will obey. 

King. Abdelaser, 
I beg you will forget your Cnufe of Hale 
Againft my Brother Philip, and the Cardinal ; 
He's young, and rafh, but will be better temper"d. 

Abd. Sir, I have done, and beg your royal Pardon. 

King. Come Philip, give him your Hand. 

Phil. I can forgive without Ceremony. 

King. And to confirm ye Friends, 
J invite you all to Night to banquet with me ; 

Pray fee you give Attendance Come Brother, 

You mufl along with us. [Ereunt all but Abd. Queen 

and Women. 

Qu. Leave me [To the Women, who go out. 

Now my dear Moor. 

Abd. Madam. 

Qu. Why doft thou anfwer with that cold Refervc — 
Is that a Look — an Action for a Lover ? 

Abd. Ah, Madam 

Qu. Have I not taken off thy Banifhment ? 
Reftor'd thee to thy former State and Honours ? 
Nay, and hcap'd new ones too, too mighty for thy Hopes ; 
And ftill to raife thee equal to this Heart, 
Where thou mufl ever reign. 

Abd. Tis true, my bounteous Miflrefs, all this you've 
done But 

Qu. But what, my Abdelazerl 

Abd I will not call it to your Memory. 

Qu. What canft thou mean ? 

Abd. Why was the King remov'd? 

Qu. To make thy way more cafy to my Arms. 

Abd. Was that all ? 

Qu. All! 

Abd Not but it is a Bleffing Gods would languifh for — 
Bui as you've made it free, fo make it jufl. 

Qu. Thou mcan'ft, marry thee. 

Abd. No by the Gods [Afide. 

Not marry ihee, unlefs I were a King. 

Qu. What fignincs the Name to him that rules one? 



24 



Abdelazer; or, 



Aid. What life has he of Life, that cannot live 
Without a Ruler? 

Qu. Thou wouldfl not have mc kill him. 

Aid. Oh by no means, not for my wretched Life ! 
What, kill a King !— forbid it Heaven : 
Angels Hand like his Guards about his Perfon. 
The King 1 

Not fo many Worlds as there be Stars 
Twinkling upon the embroider'd Firmament I 
The King ! 

He loves my Wife Florella, fhou'd he die 

I know none elfe dtiril love her. 

Qu. And that's the Reafon you wou'd fend him hence. 

Aid, 1 muft confefs, I wou'd not bear a wrong : 
But do not take me for a Villain, Madam ; 
He is my King, and may do what he pleafes. 

Qu. 'Tis well, Sir. 

Aid. Again that Frown, it renders thee more charming 
Than any other Drefs thou could'ft put on. 

Qu. Away, you do not love me. 

Aid. Now mayft thou hate me, if this be not pretty. 

Qu. Oh you can flatter finely 

Aid. Not I, by Heaven : 
Oh that this Head were circled in a Crown, 
And I were King, by Fortune, as by Birth ! 
And that I was, till by thy Husband's Power 

I was diverted in my Infancy 

Then you (hou'd fee, I do not flatter ye. 
But L inftead of that, muft fee my Crown 
Bandy"d from Head to Head, and tamely fee it : 
And in this wretched (late I live, 'tis true ; 
But with what Joy, you, if you lov'd, might guefs. 

Qu. We need no Crowns ; Love beft contented is 
In fhady Groves, and humble Cottages, 
Where when 'twould fport, it fafely may retreat, 
Free from the Noife and Danger of the Great ; 
Where Viftors are ambitious of no Bays, 
But what their Nymphs beftow on Holy-Days [ 
Nor Envy can the amorous Shepherd move, 
Urdefs againft a Rival in his Love. 

Aid. Love and Ambiiion are the fame to me, 
In either I'll no Rivals brook. Qu. 
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And when Ihe King you urge me to remove, 
It may be from Ambition, not from Love. 

Abd. Thofe Scruples did not in your Bofom dwell, 
When you a King did in a Husband kill. 

Qu. How, Sir ! dare you upbraid me with that Sin, 
To which your Perjuries firll drew me in ( 

Aid. Vou interrupt my Senfe ; I only meant 
A Sacrifice to Love fo well begun 
Shou'd not Devotion want to finifh it ; 
And if that flop to all our Joys were gone. 
The envying World wou'd to our Power fubmit : 
But Kings are f.icred, and the Gods alone 
Their Crimes muft judge, and punifh too, or none — 
Yet he alone deftroys his Happinefs. 

Qu. There's yet one more 

Abd. One more ! give me his Name, 
And I will turn it to a Magick Spell, 
To bind him ever fart. 

Qu. Florella I 

Abd. Florella ! Oh 1 cou'd gnaw my Chains, 
That humble me fo low as to adore her; 

But the fond Blaie muft out while I erefl 

A nobler Fire more fit for my Ambition. 

Florella dies a Vidim to your Will. [Afide. 

I will not let you lofe one fingle Wifh, 
For a poor Life, or two ; 
Tho I muft fee my Glories made a Prey, 
And not demand 'em from the Ravifher ; 

Nor yet complain becaufe he is my King : 

But Philip's Brow no facred Ointment deifies, 
If he do wrong, (lands fair for the Revenger. 

Qu. Philip ! inftrucl me how t' undo that Boy I hate ; 
The publick Infamy I have receiv'd, 
I will revenge with nothing lefs than Death. 

Abd. Tis well we can agree in our Rcfentments, 
For ' 
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Qu. I have refolv*d his Death, 
And now have waiting in my Cabinet, 
Engines to carry on this mighty Work of my Revenge, 

AM. Leave that to me, who equally am injured ; 
You, like the Cods, need only but command, 

And I will execute your facred Will 

That done, there's none dare whifper what we do. 

Qu. Nature be gone, I chafe thee from my Soul, 
Who Love's almighty Empire does controul : 
And (he that will to thy dull Laws fubmk, 
In fpite of thee, betrays the Ilypocrite. 
No rigid Virtue fhail my Soul poflTefs, 
Let Gown-Men preach againl! the Wickednefs; 
Pleafures were made by Gods, and meant for us, 
And not t'enjoy 'era, were ridiculous. 

Add. Oh perfect, greal and glorious of thy Sex ! 
Like thy great felf 'twas fpoke, refoiv'd and brave — 

I muft attend the King where I will watch 

All Philips Motions. 

Qu. And — after that— if you will beg Admittance, 
I'll give you leave to vifit me to Night. 

Add. That Bleffing now mud be deferU 

[Leads ker to the door. 
My Wrongs and I will be retir'd to Night, 
And bring forth Vengeance with the Morning's Light. 
Enter Ofmin, Zarrack. 

Or/. My gracious Lord. 

AM. Come near— and lake a Secret from my Lips j 

And he who keeps not fdent hears his Death. 

This Night the Prince and Cardinal— do you mark me — 
Are murder'd. 

O/m. Where, Sir ? 

Aid. Here in the Court. 
. By whom, great Sir ? 

Abd. By thee 1 know thou durfL 

O/m. Whatever you command. 

AM. Good I then fee it be perform'd. 

O/tmn, how goes the Night I 

O/m, About the hour of Eight, 
And you're expected at the Banquet, Sir i 

Prince 
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Prince Philip dorms, and fwears you're with the Queen. 

Abd Let him dorm on ; the Temped will be laid— 
Where's my Wife ? 

O/m. In the Prefencc, Sir. with the Princefs and other 
Ladies. 

Abd She's wondrous forward ! what the King 

(I am not jealous tho) bul he makes court to her. 

Hah, O/min ! 

He throws out Love from Eyes all languilhing ; 

Come tell me,— he does iigh lo her,— no matter if he do — 
And fawns upon her Hand, — and kneels ; — tell me Slave ! 

O/m. Sir, I faw nothing like to Love ; he only treats her 
Equal to her Quality. 

Aid. Oh damn her Quality. 

Zar. I came juft now 
From waiting on his Perfon to the Banquet, 
And heard him ask, if he might vilit her to Night, 
Having fomelhing to impart to her, that concern 'd his Life. 

Abd. And fo it (hall by Heaven ! [A/tde. 

Zar. But fhe deny'd, and he the more intrcated — 
But all in vain. Sir. 

Abd. Go O/min, (you the Captain of my Guard of 
Chufe out the beft affefted Officers, (Moors) 

To keep the Watch to Night 

Let every Guard be doubled— you may be liberal too — 
And when 1 give the Word, be ready alL 

O/m. What (hall the Word be ? [Ex. Zarraek. 

Aid. Why — Treafon— mean time make it your Bufmefs, 
To watch the Prince's coming from the Banquet ; 
Heated with Wine, and fearlefs of his Perfon, 
You'll find him eafily to be attaek'd. 

O/m. Sir, do not doubt my Management nor Succefs. 
[Ex. Ofmin. 

Aid. So, I thank thee, Nature, that in making me, 
Thou didft defign me Villain ; 
Hitting each Faculty for active Mifchicf : 
Thou skilful Artift, ih.ink thee for my Face, 
It will difcover nought that's hid within. 
Thus arm'd for Ills, 
Darkncfs, and Horrour, I invoke your aid ; 

B 2 And 
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And thou dread Night, (hade all your bufy Stars 

In blacked Clouds, 

And let my Dagger's Brightnefs only ferve 

To guide me to the Mark and guide it fo, 

It may undo a Kingdom at one Blow. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

A Banquet, under a Canofy- the King, Leonora, FIo- 
rclla, Ladies waiting; Philip, Mendoio, Alonzo, 
Ordonio, Antonio, Sebaftian, Lords and Attendants : 
As /eon as the Scent draws off, they all rife, and 

come forward. 

is loud Mu- 

(fick 

And Grief has taken up his dwelling here 

Beyond the An of Love, or Wine to conquer 

Tis true, my Father's dead and pofGbly 

Tis not fo decent to appear thus gay ; 

But Life, and Death, are equal to the wretched, 

And whilft FlorfMa frowns 'tis in that Number 

I muft account her Slave Alonio, 

How came thy Father fo bewitch'd to Valour, 
(For Abdela»er has no other Virtue) 
To recompenfe it with fo fair a Creature ? 
Was this— a Treafure t* enrich the Devil with ? 

A Ion. Sir, he has many Virtues, more than Courage, 
Royally born, fetVd well his King, and Country; 
My Father brought him up to martial Toils, 
And taught him to be brave ; I hope, and good — 
Befide, he was your Royal Father's Favourite. 

King. No, Alonzo, 'twas not his Love to Virtue, 
tut nice Obedience to his King, and Mailer, 
Kyho feeing my encreafc of Pailion for her, 
*To kill my Hopes, he gave her to this Moor. 

Alon. She's now a virtuous Woman, Sir. 

King. Politick Sir, who would have made her other? 
Againll her Will, he fore'd her to his Arms, 
Whilft all the World was wondring at his Madnefs. 

Alon. He did it with her Approbation, Sir. 




The Moor's Revenge. 
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:r taught Obedience ; 



y humble Thoughts i 
And next to that — Death, or the Moor, or any thing. 

King. Oh God ! had I then told my Tale 
So feebly, it could not gain Belief. 
Oh my Florella '. this little Faith of thine 

Has quite undone thy King Alonso, 

Why didft not thou forbid this fatal Marriage, 
She being thy only Sifter? 

Alan. Great Sir, I did oppofe it with what Violence 
My Duty would permit ; and wou'd have dy"d 
In a jufl Quarrel of her dear Defence ; 
And Sir, tho I fubmitted to my Father, 
The Moor and I fland on unequal Terms. 

Phil. Come, who dares drink Confulion to this Moor? 

Ant That, Sir, will I. 

Seba/l. And I. 

Phil. Page, fill my Glafs, I will begin the Round, 
Ye all fhall pledge it— Alonzo, firft to thee. [Drinks. 

Aim. To me, Sir I 

Phil. Why yes, thou lovTt him— therefore — 
Nay, you fhall drink it, tho 'twere o'th 1 Stygian Lake. 
Take it by Heaven thoud'fl pimp for him to my Mo- 
ther 

Nay, and after that, give him another Siller. 

A Ion. 'Tis well you are my Prince. 

Pfal. I'd rather be a Prince of Curs— come pledge 






So— nay, Prince Cardinal, t 



they trod on thee 



[Drinks. 



For one fo fanctify'd to drink a Health ; 

Yet 'tis your Office both to damn and blefs 

Come, drink and damn the Moor. 

Men. Sir, I'm for no caroufing. 

Phil. I'm in an Humour now to be obey'd, 
And muft not be denyM -But fee, the Moor. 
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Enter Abdelazer, gates on them. 
Juft come to pledge at lafl— Page fill again 

Abd. I'll do you Reafon, Prince, whar'er it be. 

[Gives him the Glafs. 

Pktl. 'Twas kindly faid— Confufion to the Moor. 

Abd. Confufion to the Moor — if this vain Boy, 
See the next tiling Sun. [Aflde. 

Phil. Well done, my Lad. 

King. Abdelaxer, you have been miffing long, 
The publick Good takes up your whole Concern, 

But we (hall fhortly eafe you of that Load 

Come let's have fome Mufick ; 
Ordonio, did I not call for Mufick ? 

Ord. You did, Sir. 

Abd. Roderigo ! 

Rod My gracious Lord — [Roderigo whifpers to Abd. 

Abd. No more the Prince obferves US. 

Phil. There's no good towards when you are \ 
p'ring. 

Ord. The Mufick you commanded, Sir, is ready. 



^P A /T A K E ha fe Amintas, come away, 
IV 1 The Sun is up and will net flay ; 

And ah how veryfhorfs a Lover's Day ! 
Make hafle, Amintas, to this Grove, 
Beneath whefe Shade fo oft I've flat. 
And heard My dear lev' a Swain repeal, 
How much he Galatea lov'd ; 
Whilfl all the lijfning Birds around. 

Sung to the Mufick of the bUffcd Sound. 
Make hafle Amintas. come away, 
The Sun is up and ■will not flay ; 

And oh how veryfhort's a Lover's Day 1 
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/ hear thy charming Voice, my Fair, 
And fie, bright Nymph, thy Swain is hen T 
Who his Devotions had muck earlier paid. 
But that a Lamb of thine waiftra/d ; 
And I the little Wanderer have brought. 
That -with one an^ry Look from thy if air Eyes, 
Thou ma/jt the tittle Fugitive chajltfe, 
Too great a Puntfhmentfor any Fault. 
Come, Galatea, hafle away, 
The Sun is up and will not flay, 
And oh how veryfhorfs a Lover's Day t 

[Dance. 
King. How likes Florella this ? 
Flor. Sir, all Delight's (o banilh'd from my Soul, 
I've lofl the Taile of every fingle Joy. 

A fid. Gods ! this is fine ! Give me your Art of FI.il- 

Or fomething more of this, will ruin me 

Tho I've refoIVd her Death, yet whtlfl. fhe's mine, 
1 would Dot have her blown by Summer Flies. 

Phil. Mark how he fnarls upon the King 1 
The Cur will bite anon. 

Add. Come, my Florella, is't not Bed-time, Love t 

Flor. Ill wait upon you, Sir. [Going out. 

Phil. The Moor has ta'en away, we may depart. 

Aid. What has he ta'en away ? [Turns about. 

PhiL The fine gay play-thing, that made us all fo 

Aid Was this your Sport? [To his Wife. 

King. Abdelaaar, keep your way Good night fair 

Creature ! 

Abd. I will obey for once. [Ex. Abd. and Flor. 

King. Why this Rcfunlmcnt, Brother, and in publick ? 

Phil. Becaufe he gives me Oiufe, and that in Publick. 
And, Sir, I was not born to bear with Infolencc ; 
I faw him dart Revenge from both his Eyes, 
And bite his angry Lip between his Teeth, 
To keep his Jealoufy from breaking forth, 
Which when it docs— (land fall my King. 
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King. But, Philip, we will find a way to check him ; 
Till when we mult diflemble — lake my Couniei — Good 

Phil. I cannot, nor I will not yet good Night 

[Exit. King, and all but Philip's Party. 
Well Friends, I fee the King will deep away his Anger, 
And tamely fee us murdei'd by this Moor ; 

But 111 be active, Boys 

Therefore Antonio t you command the Horfe; 
Get what more Numbers to our Caufe you can : 
Tis a good Caufe, and will advance our Credit 
We will awake this King out of his Lethargy of Love, 

And make him abfolute Go to your Charge, 

And early in the Morning I'll be with you — - 

[Ex. alt but PhiL 
If all fail, Portugal mail be my Refuge, 

Thofe whom fo late 1 conquer'd, ihall proletl me 

But this Alonxo I Ihou'd make an Interefl in ; 
Cou'd I but flatter— lis a Youth that's brave. 
Enter Cardinal in hajlt. 

Men. Fly, fly, my Prince, we are betray"d and loft elfe. 

Phil. Betra/d and loft 1 Dreams, idle Coward Dreams. 

Men. Sir, by my Holy Order, I'm in earned. 
And you mull either quickly fly, or die ; 
Tis fo ordain'd— nor have I time to tell 
By what ftrange Miracle I learn'd our Fate. 

PhiL Not care 1, 1 will ftay, and brave it 

Men. That, Sir, you Ihall not, there's no fafety here, 
And 'tis the Army only can fecure us, 

Phil. Where had you this Intelligence 1 

Men. Ill tell you as we go to my Apartment ; 
Where we muft put our fclves in Holy Drefs ; 
For fo the Guards are fet in every Place, 
(And thofe all Moors, the Slaves of AiiiUlaztr) 
That 'tis impollible in any other Habit to efcape. 
Come, hafte with me, and let us put 'em on. 

Phil. I had rather ftay and kifl, till I am weary- 
Let's to the Queen's Apartment, and feiie this Moor ; 
I'm fure there the Mongrel's kennel'd. 

Men. Sir, wc lofe time in talking — Come with me. 

Phil. 
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Phil. Where be thefe loufy Gaberdines ? 

Men. I will conduct you to 'em. 

Phil. Mother — and Moor, farcwel, 
HI vitit you again ; and if I do, 
My black Infernal, I will conjure you. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Abdclaicr and Zarrack. 
Z*r.S~\sM IN (my Lord) by this has done his Task, 



e anion^ the living : 



_ And Philip is n 
Will you not rcA to night ? 

Abd. Is this a lime lor Sleep and Idlenefs— dull Slaves? 

Zar. The Bus'nefs we have Order, Sir, to do, 
We can without your Aid. 

EnUr Ofmin. 

Abd. Ofmin! 
Thy ominous Looks prcfage an ill Succefs ; 
Thy Eyes no joyful News of Murders tell: 

I thought I Ihou'd have fucn thee dreft in Blood 

Speak ! Speak thy News 

Say that he lives, and let it be thy laft. 

Ofm, Yes, Sir, he lives. 

Abd. Lives ! thou ly'ft, bafe Coward — lives ! — re- 
nounce thy Gods ! 
It were a Sin lefs dangercus fpeak again. 

Ofm, Sir, Philip lives. 

Abd. Oh treacherous Slave ! 

Ofm. Not by my Fault, by Heav'n t 

Abd. By what curd Chance, 
If not from thee, could he evade his Fate ? 

Ofm. By fonie Intelligence from his good Angel. 

Abd. From his good Devil ! 
Gods! mud the Earth another Day at once 
Bear him and me alive i 

Ofm. Another Day 1 -an Age for ought I know ; 

For, Sir, the Prince is fled, (he Cardinal too. 

% B 5 Abd, 






Abdelazer 

Abd. Fled ! fled— fayTt thou ? 
Oh I cou'd curfe the Stars, that rule this Night : 
Tis to the Camp they're (led ; the only Refuge 

That Gods, or Men cou'd give 'em 

Where got you ibis Intelligence ? 

Ofin. My Lord, inquiring for the Prince 
At the Apartment of the Cardinal, (whither he went) 
His Pages anfwerM me, he was at his Devotions : 
A lucky time (I thought) to do the Deed ; 
And breaking in, botld only their empty Habits, 
And a poor lleepy Groom, who with much (.breaming, 
Confefs s d that they were fied, in holy Robes. 

Abd. That Cafe of Sanftity was firft ordain'd, 
To cheat the honeft World : 

Twas an unlucky Chance — but we are idle 

Let's fee, how from this 111, we may advance a good — 
[Pau/es. 
'Tis now dead time of Night, when Rapes, ,ind Murders 
Are hid beneath the horrid Veil of Darknefs — 
I'll ring thro all the Court, with doleful -Sound, 
The fad Alarms of Murder— Murder — Zarrack, 
Take up thy ftanding yonder — O/nu'n, thou 
At the Queen's Apartment— cry out, Murder: 
Whilfl 1, like his ill Gcmus, do awake the King ; 
Perhaps in this Diforder 1 may kill him. [AJide. 

— Treafon— M urdcr — Murder — Treafon. 

Enter Alonio, and Courtiers. 

Alon. What difrnal Crys are thefe ? 

Abd. Where is the King ?— Treafon— Murder.'— 
Where is the deeping Queen ? Arife, arife. 

O/nt. The Devil taught him all his Arts of Falfhood. 
[A/ide. 
Enter King in it j\ight-Gown -with Lights. 

King. Who frights our quiet Slumbers with this Noife? 
Enter Queen and Woman, with Lights. 

Qu. Was it a Dream, or did I hear the Sound 
OfTreafon, call me from my iilent Griefs '! 
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AM. Oh Sir, your Brother Philip, and ihe Cardinal, 
Both animated by a Senfe of Wrongs, 
(And envying, Sir, the Fortune of your Slave) 
Had laid a Plot this Night, to murder you : 
And 'caufe they knew it was mv waiting Night, 
They wou'd have laid the Trea'fon, Sir, on me. 

King. The Cardinal, and my Brother ! bring them 
forth. 
Their Lives fhall anfwer it. 

AM. Sir, 'tis impofhble ! 
For when they found their Villany difcoverM, 
They in two Friers Habits made efcape. 

King. That Cardinal is fubtle, and ambitious, 
And from him Philip learnt his dangerous Principles. 

Qu. The Ambition of the one infecls the other. 

And they are both too dangerous to live 

But might a Mother's Couufel be obey'd, 

I wou'd advife you, fend the valiant Moor 

To fetch 'em back, e'er they can reach the Camp : 

For thither they are fled — where they will find 

A Welcome fatal to us all 

King. Madam, you counfel well ; and Abdttazar, 
Make it your Care to fetch thefe Traitors back, 
Not only for my Safety, and the Kingdom's, 
But as they are your Enemies ; and th' envious World 
Will fay, you made this (lory to undo 'em. 

AM. Sir, I'll obey ; nor will 1 know repofe, 
Till I have juftify'd this fatal Truth. 

[Abd. goes to the Queen., and talks t<i her. 

King. Mean time I will to my Florella's Lodging. 
Silence, and Night, are the beft Advocates [A/idi. 

To plead a Lover's caufe — Abdelaser — hafle. 
Madam, I'll wait on you to your Chamber. 

AM. Sir, that's my Duty. 

King. Madam, good Night — Alon=n, to your reft. 

[Er. all but Qu. and Abd. 

Qu. Philip efcaped 1 
Oh that I were upon fome Defart Shoar, 
Where I might only to the Waves and Winds 
Breathe out my Senfe of Rage for this Defeat 

AM. 
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no time for Rage, but Aflion, Madam. 
: but any Hopes of blcfl Revenge, 
happy Lovers, 
intf is but that alone ; 
mult be nam'd. 
Lm'd ! Oh fwcar thou hat'fl i 



n any Sin 



Abd. Oh 't 

Qu. Give i 
And I will be a 

Abd. There is a 
But fuch a way, as 

Qu. How ! not 

It were a Torment equal to thy Silence. 

Abd, I'll Ihew my Paliion rather in that Silence. 

Qu. Kind Torturer, what mean'fi thou ? 

Abd. To ihew you, Madam, I had rather live 
Wrong"d and contttnn'd by Philip, 
Than have your dearer Name made infamous. 

Qu. Heavens ! doll thou mock my Rage? c 
I could commit, undo my Honour more 
Than hi? late lnfolence ? 

Oh name me fomething may revenge that Shame : 
1 wou'd encounter killing I'iagues, or Fire, 
To meet it— Come, oh quickly give me cafe. 

Abd. I dare no more reveal the guilty Secret, 
Than you dare execute it when 'lis told. 

Qu. How little I am underltood by thee 

Come, tell me inftantly, for I grow impatient ; 
You (hall obey me nay, I do command you. 

Abd. Durft you proclaim Philip a Ballard, Ma- 
dam? 

Qu. Hah ! proclaim my felf what he wou'd have me 

thought ! 

What mean'fl thou ? 

Abd. Inflroct you in the way to your Revenge. 

Qu. Upon my felf thou mean'ft 

Abd. No 

He's now fled to th' Camp, where hell be fortify'd 

Deyond our Power to hurl, but by this means ; 

Which takes away his Hopes of being a King, 

(For he 'ad no other Aim in taking Arms) 

And leaves him open to the People's Scorn ; 

Whom own'd as King, Numbers would aflill him, 

And then our Lives he may difpofe, as he has done our 

Honours. 
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Qm. There's Reafon in thy Words: but oh my Fame ) 

Abd. Which I, by Heaven, ain much more tender of, 
Than my own Life or Honour ; and I've a way 
To fave that too, which I'll at leifure tell you. 
In the mean lime fend for your Confcffor, 
And with a borrowM Penitence confefs, 
Their Idol Philip is a Baftard \ 
And zealouily pretend you're urg'd by Confciencc : 
A cheap Pretence to coien Fools withaL 

Qu. Revenge, altho I court you with my fatal Ruin, 
I muft enjoy thee : there's no other way, 
And I 'm refolv'd upon the mighty Pleafure j 
He has profan'd my purer Flame for thee, 
And merits to partake the Infamy. [He leads her out. 

Abd. Now have at my young King 

I know he means to cuckold me to Night, 

Whilfl he believes I'll tamely flep afide 

No, let Philip and the Cardinal gain the Camp, 

I will not hinder 'em 

I have a nobler Sacrifice to make 

To my declining Honour, fhall redeem it, 

And pay it back with Interefl— well, then in order lo't, 

I'll watch about the Lodgings of Florella, 

And if I fee this hot young Lover enter, 

I'll fave my Wife the trouble of allaying 

The amorous Heat this will more nimbly do't, 

[Sitaiehes out his Dagger. 

And do it once for all 

Enter Florella in her Night-Clothes. 

Flor. My A bdelazer— why in thai fierce poflurc, 
As if thy Thoughts were always bent on Death J 
Why is that Dagger out 1 againft whom drawn ? 

Abd. Or flay, -fuppofe I let him fee Florella, 

And when he's high with the expected Blifs, 
Then take him thus — Oh 'twere a fine furprize ! 

Flor. My Lord dear A bdelaser. 

Abd. Or fay— I made her kill him— that were yet 
An Action much more worthy of my Vengeance. 

Flor. Will you not fpeak lo me) what have I done? 

Abd. By Heaven it fhall be fo. 

Flar. 
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flor. What fhallbefo? 

Abd. Hah 

Flor. Why doftlhoudrefs thy Eyes i 

There's nothing here that is a flranger to thee, 
Or what is not intirely thine own. 

Abd. Mine! 

Flor. Thou canft not doubt it. 

Abd. No, and for a proof thou art fo, take 

this Dagger. 

Flor. Alas, Sir ! what to do ! 

Abd. To flab a Heart, FlereUa, a Heart that loves 
thee. 

Flor. Heaven forbid ! 

AM. No maiter what Heaven will, 1 fay it muft 

Flor. Whatmufl? 

Abd. That Dagger mufl enter the Heart of him 
That loves thee bell, Florella ; guefs the Man. 

Flor. What means my Moor ? 

Wouldft thou have me kill thy felf ? 

AM. Yes when I love thee better than the King. 

Flor. Ah, Sir I what mean you? 

AM. To have you kill this King, 

When next he does purfue thee with his Love 

What, do you ween ? 

By Heaven they fhnll be bloody Tears then. 

Flor. I (hall deferve them when 1 fuffer Love 

That is not fit to hear; but for the King, 

That which he pays me, is fo innocent— 

AM. So innocent \ — damn thy diffembling Tongue j 
Did I not fee, with what fierce wilhing Eyes 
Hcgai'd upon thy Face, whiUt yours as wantonly 
Return'd, and underflood the amorous Language ? 

Flor. Admit it true, that fuch his Paffions were, 
As (Heaven's my witnefs) I've no caufe to fear ; 
Have not I Virtue to refill his Flame, 
Without a pointed Steel ? 

AM. Your Virtue ! Curie on the weak De- 

Your Virtue's equal to his Innocence. 

Here 
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Here, take this Dagger, and if this Night he vifit thee, 
When he lead thinks on't — fend it to his Heart. 

Ftor. If you fufpect me. do not leave me, Sir. 

Abd. Oh — I'm difpatch'd away — to leave you free — 
About a wonderful Affair— mean lime, 

I know you will be vifiled but as you wifh to live, 

At my return let me behold him dead. 

Be furc you do't — 'tis for thy Honour's fafety — 

I love thee fo, that 1 can take no reft, 

Till thou haft kill'd thy Image in his Ureaft. 

— Adieu, my dear Florelta. [Exit. 

Flor. Murder my King !— the Man that loves me too — 
What Fiend, what Fury fuch an aft wou'd do? 
My trembling Hand wou'd not the Weapon bear, 

And I fhould fooner ftrike it here than there. 

[Pointing to her Brciijf. 
No ! tho of all I am, this Hand alone 
Is what thou canft command, as being thy own ; 
Yet this has plighted no fuch cruel Vow j 
No Duty binds me to obey thee now. 
To fave my King's, my Life 1 will cxpofe. 
No Martyr dies in a more glorious Caufe. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Enter the Queen in an undrefs alone, with it Light. 
Qu. Thou gratefi&Night, to whom all happy Lovers 
Make their devout and humble Invocations j 
Thou Court of Silence, where the God of Love, 
Lays by the awful Terror of a Deity, 
And every harmful Dart, and deals around 
His kind Dcfires ; wliilft thou, bleft Friend to Joys, 
Draw'ft all thy Curtains, made of gloomy Shades, 
To veil the Blufhes of foft yielding Maids ; 
Beneath thy Covert grant the Love-fick King, 
May find admittance to Ffarelhis Arms ; 
And being there, keep back the bufy Day ; 
Maintain thy Empire till my Moor returns; 
Where in her Lodgings he (hall find his Wife, 
Amidft her amorous Dalliance with my Son. 
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My watchful Spies are waiting for the Knowledge ; 
Which when to me imparted. 111 improve, 
Till my Revenge be equal to my Love. 

Enter Elvira. 
— Elvira, in thy Looks I read Succefs ; 
What haft thou learnt ? 

Elv. Madam, the King is gone as you imagin'd, 
To fair Florellj% Lodging. 

Qu, But art thou fure be gain 'd Admittance ? 

Eh'. Yes, Madam ; 
But what Welcome he has found, to mc's unknown ; 
But I believe it muft be great, and kind. 

Oh. 1 am of thy Opinion. 

But now, Elvira^ (or a well laid- Plot, 

To ruin this Flortlla ; — tbo (he be innocent. 

Yet (he muft die ; fo hard a Deihny 

My J'aflion for her Husband does decree : 

But 'tis the way I (lop at. — 

His Jealoufy already I have rais'd ; 

That's not enough, his Honour muft be touch'd. 

This Meeting 'twixt the King and fair Flortlla, 

MuA then be render'd publick ; 

Tis the Difgrace, not Action, muft incenfe him — 

Go you to Don Alonxo'% Lodging flrait, 

Whilft I prepare my Story for his Ear. {Exit Elvira. 

Affifl me all that's ill in Woman-kind. 

And furnifti me with Sighs, and feigned Tears, 

That may exprefs a Grief for this Difcovery. 

My Son, be like thy Mother, hot and bold ; 

And like the noble Ravilher of Rome, 

Court her with Daggers, when thy Tongue grows faint, 

Till thou haft made a Conquefl oer her Virtue. 

Enter Alonzo, Elvira. 
— —Oh Alamo, I have ftrange News to tell thee ! 

Alan. It mull be drange indeed, that makes my Queen 
Drefs her fair Eyes in Sorrow. 

Qu. It is a Drefs that thou wilt be in love with, 

When thou fhalt hear my Story. 

Y Kul * .Sifter once. 

AIoh. Had! 
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Qu. Yes, had,— whiM (he was like thy felf. all Virtue ; 
Till her bewitching Eyes kindled fuch Flames, 
As will undo us all. 

A/on. My Siller, Madam ! furc it cannot be ; — 
What Eyes ? what Flames ? — inform me ftrait. 

Qu. Alonso, thou art honeft, jull and brave : 
And mould I tell thee more, — 
(Knowing thy Loyalty's above all Nature) 
It would oblige thee to commit an Outrage, 
Which bafcr Spirits will call Cruelty. 

Alon. Gods, Madam ! do not praife my Virtue thus. 
Which is fo poor, it fcarce affords me patience 

To attend the end of what you wou'd deliver. 

Come, Madam, fay my Sifter is a Whore. 

I know 'tis fo you mean ; and being fo, 

Where (ball 1 kneel for Juftice ? 

Since he that (hou'd afford it me. 

Has made her Criminal— 

Pardon me, Madam, 'tis the King I mean. 

Qu.. I grieve to own, all thy prophet ick Fears 
Are true, Alonso, 'tis indeed the King. 

Alon. Then I'm difarm'd, 
For Heaven can only puniih him. 

Qu. But Alonso, 
Whilft that religious Patience dwells about thee. 
All Spain muft fuffer, nay Ages that (hall enfuc 
Shall curfc thy Name, and Family ; 
From whom a Race of Baftards (hall proceed, 
To wear that Crown. 

A/on. No, Madam, not from mine, 
My Sifter's in my power, her Honours mine ; 
I can command her Life, tho not my King's. 
Her Mother is a Saint, and (hou'd (he now 
Look down from Heaven upon a Deed fo foul, 
I think even there (he wou'd invent a Curfe, 
To thunder on her Head. — 
But, Madam, whence was this Intelligence? 

Qn. Elvira faw the King enter her Lodgings, 
With Lover's hade, and Joy. 

Alan, Her Lodgings !— when ? 
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Qu. Now, not an Hour ago, 
Now, fince the Moor departed. 

A Ion. Damnation on her ! can (he be thus falfe ? 
Come, le.id me (o the Lodgings of this Strumpet, 
And make me fee this truth, [To Elvira. 

Or I will leave thee dead, for thus abufirtg me. 

Qu. Nay dear Alonso, do not go inrag'd, 
Stay till your Temper wears a calmer look \ 
That if, by chance, you ihou'd behold the Wantons, 
In little harmlefs Dalliance, fuch as Lovers 
(Aided with Silence, and the fhades of Night) 
May poffibly commit, 
You may not do that which you may repent of, 

Alan. Godsi ihould I play the Pandert 

And with my Patience, aid the amorous Sin 

No, I fhall fcarce have fo much Tamencfs left, 

To mind me of my Duty to my King. 

Ye Gods? behold the Sacrifice I make 

To my loll Honour : behold, and aid my Juftice 

[Ex. Alon. 

Qu. It will concern me too to fee this Wonder, 
For yet I fcarce can credit it. [Exit. 

SCENE III Florella'* Lodgings. 



ful, 

If by a Death lefs cruel than my Fears, 

You would preferve my Honour ; begin it quickly, 

And after that 1 will retain my Duty, 

And at your Feet breathe Thanks in dying Sighs. 

King. Where learnt you, Faireil, fo much Cruelly 
To charge me with the Power of injuring thee i 
Not from my Eyes, where Love and Languifhment 
Too fcnfibly inform thee of my Heart. 

Fler. Call it not Injury, Sir, to free my Soul 
From fears which fuch a Vifit muft create, 
In dead of Night, when nought but frighted Ghofls 
Of reftlefs Souls departed walk the Round. 
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King. That fleeting thing am I. whom all Repofe, 
All Joys, and every good of Life abandon'd, 
That fatal Hour thou gaveft thy felf away ; 
And I was doom'd to endlefs Defperalion : 
Vet whilft I liv'd, all glorious with my hopes, 
Some facred Trcafures in thy Jireaft I hid, 
And near thee ftill my greedy Soul will hover, 

Flor. Ah rather like a Ravifher you come, 
With Love and Fiercenefs in your dangerous Eyes ; 
And both will equally be fatal to me. 

King. Oh do not fear me, as the fair Lucretia 
Did the fierce Roman Youth ; I mean no Rapes, 
Thou canfi not think that 1 wou'd force thofe Joys, 
Which ceafe to be lo, when eompell'd, Florella — 
No, I would fooner pierce this faithful Heart, 
Whofe Flame appears too criminal for your Mercy. 

Flor. Why do you fright me, Sir? metbinks your 

All pale, your Eyes thus fixt, and trembling Hands, 
The awful Horror of the dark and filcnt Night, 
Strike a cold Terror round my fainting Heart, 
That does prefage fome fatal Accident. 

King. 'Tis in your cruel Eyes the Danger lies — 
Wou'd you receive me with that ufuai Tendernefs, " 
Which did exprefs it fclf in every Smile, 
T mould difmifs this Horror from my Face, 
And place again its native cahnnefs there j 
And all my Veins fha.ll re-affume their Heat, 
And with a new and grateful Ardour beat. 

Flor. Sir, all my Soul is taken up with fear, 
And you advance your Fate, by Having here — 

Fly, fly, this place of Death if Abdelaxer 

Shou'd find you here all the Divinity 

About your facred Perfon could not guard you. 

King. Ah, my Florella, ceafe thy necdlcfs Fear, 
And in thy Soul let nothing reign but Love ; 
Love, that with foft Defires may fill thy Eyes, 
And favc thy Tongue the pain r inflruct my Heart, 
In the moft grateful Knowledge Heaven can give me. 

Flor. That Knowledge, Sir, wou'd make us both more 
wretched, Since 
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Since you, I know, wou'd flill be wifhing on. 
And 1 fhou'd grant, till we were both undone. 
And, Sir, how Utile Hie was worth your care, 
Cou'd part with all her honourable Fame, 
For an inglorious Life fhort and defpis'd 

King. Canfl thou believe a Flame thy Eyes have kind- 
Can urge me to an infamous purfuit ? (l^i 

No, my Florella, I adore thy Virtue, 

And none profane thofe Shrines, to whom they offer ; 

— Say but thou lov'ft — and I thus low will bow — 

[Kneels. 
And fue to thee, to be my Sovereign Queen ; 
I'll circle thy bright Forehead with the Crowns 
Of CaJHh, Portugal, and Arragon \ 
And all thofe petty Kingdoms, which do bow 
Their Tributary Knees to thy Adorer. 

Flor. Ah, Sir 1 have you forgot my facred Vow ? 
All that I am, is AMelasar's now. 

King. By Heav'n it was a facrilegious Theft ; 
Hut 1 the Treafure from his Breafl will tear, 
And reach his Heart, tho thou art fcated there. 

Flor. A Deed like that my Virtue wou'd undo, 
And leave a Stain upon your Glories too ; 
A Sin, that wou'd my Hate, not Paflion move ; 
1 owe a Duty, where I cannot love. 

King. Thou think'ft it then no Sin to kill thy King;' 
For 1 mud die, without thy Love, Florella. 

Flor. How tamely, Sir, you with the Serpent play, 
Whofe fatal Poilon mufl your Life betray j 
And tho a King, cannot divine your Fate; 

Kings only differ from the Gods in that. 

Sec, Sir, with this- — 1 am your Murderer made. 

[Hel&ufiaDaggtr. 
By thofe we love, we fooneft are betray'd. 

King. How ! can that fair Hand acquaint itfelf with 
Death r 
What wilt thou do, Florella ? 

Flor. Your Defliny divert, 
And give my Heart thofe Wounds defign'd for yoi 
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If you advance, I'll give the deadly Blow. 

King. Hold! 1 command thee held thy impious 

Hand, 
My Heart dwells there, and if you ftrike 1 die. 

Entt? Queen. Alonzn, and Elvira. 

Qu. Florelta ! arm'd again ft the King? 

[Snatches the Dagger and flats iter I the King ri/es. 
Oh Trailorefs ! 

King. Hold, hold, inhuman Murdrefs ; 
What haft thou done, moft barbarous of thy Sex ! 

[Takes Flor. in his Arms. 

Qjt. Deftro/d thy Murdrefs, and my too fair Rival. 

[Aflde. 

King. My Murdrefs! what Deri] ..lid infpire thee 

With Thoughts fo black and finfu! ? cou'd this fair Saint 

Be guilty of a Murder? No, no, too cruel Mother, 

With her Eyes, her charming lovely Eyes, 

She might have kill'd, and her too virtuous Cruelty. 

Oh my Flordtaf Sacred lovely Creature ! 

Flor. My Death was kind, fince it prevented yours, 
And by that Hand, which fav'd mine from a Guilt. 

[Points to the Queen. 

—That Dagger 1 receiv*d of Ahdtlaser, 

To flab that Heart, he raid, that lovM me befl; 

But I defign'd to overcome your Paffion, 

And then to have vanquilh'd Aede/a:ar's Jcaloufy : 

But finding you too faithful to be happy, 

I did refolve to die and have my wifh. 

— Fare w el — rny King — my Soul begins its flight, 

— And now— is hovering— in eternal Night. [Dies. 

King. She's gone fhe's gone her facred Soul is 

fed 
To that Divinity, of which it is a part ; 
Too excellent to inhabit Earthly Bodies. 

A ten. Oh, Sir, you grieve too much, for one fo foul. 

King. What profane Breath was that pronoune'd her 
foul? 
Thv Mother's Soul, tho turn'd into a Cherubim, 

Was black to hers Oh (he was all divine. 

— Alonzo, was it thou ?— her Brother ! 
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Alon. When fhe was good, [ own'd that Title, Sir, 

Kin%. Good ! by all the Gods fhe was as chafte as 

Veftals, 

As Saints tranflated to Divine Abodes. 

I offer'd her to be my Queen, A/onsp, 

To lhare the growing Glories of my Youth i 

Blit uncorrupted ihe my Crown contemn'd. 

And on her Virtue's Guard Hood thus defended. 

[Alon. weeps. 

Oh my Flortlla ! let me here lie fiVd, \K>uxls. 

And never rife, till I am cold and pale, 

As thou fair Saint art now Hut fure 

She cou'd not die ; that noble generous Heart, 

That arra'd with Loye and Honour, did rebate 

All the fierce Sieges of my amorous Flame, 

Might fure defend it felf againfl thofe Wounds 

Given by a Woman's Hand, — or rather 'twas a Devil's. 

What doll thou merit by this Treachery? 

Thou vileft of thy Sex 

Dut thou'rt a thing I have mifcall'd a Mother, 

And therefore will not touch thee live to fuffer 

By a more fhamcful way ; — but here fhe lies, 
Whom I, tho dead, mufl (till adore as living. 

Alon. Sir, pray retire, there's danger in your flay ; 
When I reflect upon this Night's Difordcr, 
And the Queen's Art to raife my Jealoufy : 
And after that my Sifter's being murder'd, 
1 muft believe there is fome deeper Plot, 
Something defign'd againft your facred Perfon. 

King. Alonzo, raife the Court. Ill find it, [Er. Alonzo. 
Tho 'twere hid within my Mother's Soul. 

Qu. My gentle Son, pardon my kind mtftake, 
I did believe hcrarm'd againll thy Life. 

King. Peace Fury ! Not 111 boding Raven Shrieks, 
Nor midnight Cries of murder'd Gliofls, are more 
Ungrateful, than thy faint and dull Excufes. 

Be gone ! and trouble not the filent Griefs, 

Which will infenfibly decay my Life, 
Till like a Marble Statue 1 am fixt, 

Drop- 
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Dropping continual Tears upon her Tomb. 

{Kneels and ■weefis at Florella's Fed. 

Abd. Within.] Guard all the Chamber- Doors— Fire 
and Confution 

Confume IteSpnnifii Dogs— was I for this 
Sent to fetch back a Philip, and a Cardinal, 
To have my wife abufd ? 

Enter Abdclaier. 

Qu. Patience, dear Abdelazer. 

AM. Patience and I am Foes : there's my Florella} 
e King/ and in Florella's I! ed- Chamber/ 
Florella dead too ! — 
Rife, thou eternal Author of my Shame ; 
Gay thing — to you I fpeak, [King rife:. 

And thus throw off Allegiance. 

Qu. Oh (lay your Fury, generous AMcleaer. 

AM. Away, fond Woman. [Throws her from him. 

King. Villain, to me this Language ? 

Aba. To thee, young amorous King. 
How at this dead and Went time of Night, 
Duril you approach the Lodgings of my Wife ? 

King. I fcorn to anfwer thee. 

Abd. Ill fearch it in thy Heart then. 

{ They fight, Queen and Elv. run out crying Trea/on. 

King. The Devil's not yet ready for his Sou£ 
And will not claim his due. — Oh, 1 am wounded. [Falls. 

Abd. No doubt on't, Sir, thefc arc no Wounds of Love. 

King. What e'er they be, you might hmcfpar'd'em now, 
Since thofe Florella gave me were fufficient : 

And yet a little longer, fixing thus 

Thoud'fl feen me turn to Earth, without thy aid. 

Florella ! Florella is thy Soul fled fo far 

It cannot anfwer me, and call mc on ? 

And yet like dying Ecchocs in my Ears, 

I hear thee cry, my Love— I come— I come, fair Soul. 

— Thusat thy reel my Heart fhall bleeding lie. 

Who fmce it liv'd for thee — for thee — will die. [Dies. 

Abd. So— thou art gone- there was a King but now 
wa fenfclefs, dull, and brcathlefs nothing. 

[A noife of fighting without. 
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Enter Queen, running. 

Qu. Oh Heavens! my ion the King, the King i-, 

kiU'd ! 

Vet I muft fave his Murderer : Fly, my Moor ; 

Alonxo, Sir, aflifted by fome Friends, 

Has fet upon your Guards, 

And with reliftlefs Fury is making hither. 

Add. Let him come on. 

Enter Alonzo and others, kd in by Ofmin, Zarrack, 
and Moors. 
Oh, arc you fall ? [ Takes away their Swords. 

Alan, What mean'fl thou, Villain ? 

Aid. To put your Swords to better ufes, Sir, 
Than to defend the cause of Kavilhers. 

Aton. Oh Heavens, the King is murder'd ! 

Ahd. Look on that Objeft, 
Thy Sifter, and mv Wife, who's doubly murder'd ! 
Firft in her fpotlefs Honour, then her Life. 

Alan. Heaven is more guilty than the King in this. 

Qu. My Lords, be calm ; and fince your King is mur- 
der'd, 
Think of your own dear Safeties ; chufe a new King, 
That may defend you from the Tyrant's Rage. 

Aton. Who mould wechoofe? Prince Philip is our King. 

Aid. By Heaven, but Philip mall not be my King ; 
Philips a Baftard, and Traytor to his Country : 
He braves us with an Army at our Walls, 
Thrcatning the Kingdom with a fatal Ruin, 
And who (hall lead you forth to Conoueft now, 
But Aidetaxer, whole Sword reap'd Victory, 
As oft as 'twas unfheath'd ? — and all for Spain 

How many Laurels has this Head adorn'd i 

Witnefs the many Battles 1 have won ; 

In which I've emptied all my youthful Veins ! — 

And all for Spain ! ungrateful of my Favours ! 

— 1 do not boaft my Birth, 

Nor will not urge to you my Kingdom's Ruin ; 

But lofs of Blood, and numerous Wounds receiv'd— 

And ftill for Spain '. 

And can you think, that after all my Toils, 

1 wou'd be ftill a Slave?— to Baftard Philip too ? 

That 
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That dangerous Foe, who with the Cardinal, 

Threatens with Fire and Sword.— I'll quenehthofc Flames, 

Such an efleem I (lill preferve for Spain. 

A/on. What means this long Harangue? what does it 
aim at ? 

Abd. To be Protector of the Crown of Spain, 
Till we agree about a lawful Succeffor. 

Alon. Oh Devil 1 

j2«. We are betray'd, and round befet with Horrors ; 
If we deny liim this — the Power being his, 

"We're all undone, and Slaves unto his Mercy. 

Bcfides Oh give me leave to blufh when I declare, 

That Philip is as he has rendred him. 

But I in love to you, love to my Spain, 

Chofe rather to proclaim my Infamy, 

Than an ambitious Baflard fhould be crown'd. 

Alon. Here's a fine Plot, 
What DevU reigns in Woman, when the doats ? \Afide. 

Rod. My Lords, I fee no remedy but be mufl be Pro- 
tector. 

A/on. Oh Treachery have you fo foon forgot 

The noble Philip, and his glorious Heir, 

The murder'd Ferdinand} 

And Madam, you fo foon forgot a Mother's Name, 
That you wou'd give him Power that kill'd your Son ? 

Aid. The Modefty wherewith I'll ufe that Power, 
Shall let you fee, 1 have no other Intereft 

But what's intirely Spain's. Reftore their Swords, 

And he amongft you all who is diflatisfy'd, 
1 fet him free this minute. 

Alon. I take thee at thy word. 
And inflantly to Philip*. Camp will fly. [Etit. 

Abd. By all the Gods my Anceflors ador'd, 
But that I fcom the envying World Ihou'd think 
I took delight in Blood— — 1 wou'd not part fo with you. 

But you, my Lords, who value Spain's Repofe, 

Mull for it inflantly with me take Arms. 

Prince Philip, and the Cardinal, now ride 

Like Jove in Thunder ; we in Storms mufl meet them. 

To Arms ! to Arms ! and then to Vidlory. 

Refolv'd to conquer, or refolv'd to die. [Exeunt. 

* Vol. II. C SCEN E. 
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Abd. i^Ome, Oftnin, arm me quickly ; for the Day 

V^ , Comes on apace, and the fierce Enemy 
Will take advantages by our delay. 

Enter Queen and Elvira. 

Qu. Oh my dear Moor I 
The rude, exclaiming, ill-affected Multitude 
(Tcmpeftuous as the Sea) run up and down, 
Some crying, kill the Ballard — foine the Moor, 
Thefe for King Pkilip—i'hole for Abdelasar. 

Abd. Your Fears are idle, — blow 'em into Air. 
I rufh'd amongfl the thicken of their Crouds, 
And with the awful Splendorof my Eyes, 
Like the imperious Sun, dilpers'd the Clouds, 
liut 1 mud combat now a fiercer Foe, 
The hot-brain'd Philip, and a jealous Cardinal. 

Qu. And mud you go, before I make you mine ? 

Abd. That's my Misfortune when I return with 






You ihall exchange them for your glorious Fetters. 

Qu. How canft thou hope for Victory, when their 
Numbers 
So far exceed thy Powers ? 

Add. What's wanting there, we muft fupply with Con- 
due"L 
1 know you will not flop at any thing 
That may advance our Imerell, and Enjoyment. 

Qu. Look back on what I have already done ; 
And after that look forward with Alturance. . 

Abd. You then (with only Women in your Train) 
Muft to the Camp, and to the Cardinal's Tent ; — 
Tell him, your Love lo him hath drawn you thither : 

Then undermine his Soul- you know the way on't. 

And 




And fooih him into a Belief, that the bell way 

To gain your Heart, is to leave Philip's Intereft \ 

Urge 'tis the Kingdom's fafcty, and your own ; 

And ufe your fierceft Threats, to draw him to a Peace 

Not that you love me, but for the Kingdom's good : 

Then in a Tent which I will pitch on purpofe, 

Get him 10 meet me : He being drawn off, 

Thoufands of Bigots (who think to cheat the World into 

an Opinion, that lighting for the Cardinal is a piousWork) 

will (when he leaves the Camp) defert it too. 

Qh. I undcrfland you ; and more than I have time to be 
Inftrufted in, will 1 perform ; and poiiibly 
Before you can begin, I'll end my Conquefts. 

Aid. 'Twill be a Viclory worthy of your Beauty. 
1 muft to Horfe, farcwel my generous Miftrefs. 

Qu. Farewel ! and may thy Arms as happy prove, 
As fhall my Art, when it diffembles Love. [Exeunt. 

SCENE, Philip'* Tent. 

Enter Philip, Alonzo, and Guards. 

Phil. Tis a fad Story ihou haft told, Alonzo j 
Yet 'twill not make me Ihed one fingle Tear : 
They muft be all of Blood that I will offer 

To my dear Brother's Ghoft 

But gallant Friend, this Good his Ills have done, 
To turn thee over to our jufter Intereft, 
For thou didft love him once. 

Alou. Whilft I believ'd him honeft, and for my Sifter's 
fake; 
But fince, his Crimes have made a Convert of me. 

PhiL Gods ! is it pofCble the Queen fhould counte- 

His horrid Villanies 1 
A/on. Nay, worfe than fo, 'tis thought (hell marry 

Phil. Marry him ! then here upon my Knees I vow, 

^ [Kneels. 

To (hake all Duly from my Soul ;. 
And all that Reverence Children owe a Parent, 

C 2 Shall 
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Shall henceforth be converted into Hate. [Rifes. 

— Damnation ! marry him ! Oh 1 cou'd curfc my Birth ! 

This will confirm the World in their Opinion, 

That fhe's the word of Women ; 

That I am bafcly bom too, (as (he gives it out) 

Thai Thought alone does a juft Rage infpire. 

And kindles round my Heart an active Fire. 

A/on. A Difobedience, Sir, to fuch a Parent, 
Heaven mufl forgive the Sin, if this be one : 

Yet do not, Sir, in Words abate that Fire, 

Which will affi/t you in a more effectual way. 

Phil. Death ! I could talk of it an Age ; 
And, like a Woman, fret my Anger high ; 
Till like my Rage, I have advanr/d my Courage, 
Able to fight the World againft my Mother. 

Alan. Our Wrongs without a Rage, will make us fight, 
Wrongs that wou'd make a Coward refolute. 

Phil. Come, noble Youth, 
Let us join both our feveral Wrongs in one, 
And from them make a fokmn Refolution, 
Never to part our Intercit, till this Moor, 
This worfe than Devil Moor be lent to Hell. 

Alan. I do. 

Phil. Hark — hark— the Charge is founded, let's lo 
Horfe, 
St. Jacques for the Right of Spain and me. {Exeunt. 

SCENE, A Grove. 

Drums and Trumpets afar off, ■with noife of fighting 
at a dijlance : After a little while, enter Philip iit 
a Rage. 
Phil. Oh unjufl Powers ! why d'ye prolett this Mon- 

(ler? 

And this damn'il Cardinal, that comes not up 
With the Caftilian Troops? curfc on his formal Poli- 
ticks 

Enter Alonzo. 
Alonzo, where's the Moor r 

Atom. 
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Ion. The Moor— a Devil— never did Fiend of Hell, 
ipell'd by fome Magician's Charms, 
ak thro the l'rifon of the folded Earth 
With more fwift Horrour, than this Prince of Fate 
Breaks thro our Troops in fpite of Oppofition. 
Phil. Death ! 'tis not his Angle Arm that works the 
Wonders, 
But our Cowardice— Oh this Dog Cardinal! 
Enter Antonio. 
Ant. Sound a Retreat, or elfe the Day is loft. 
Phil. Ill beat that Cur to Death that founds Retreat 

Enter Sebaftian. 
Sefiaft. Sound a Retreat 
Phil. Who is't that tempts my Sword ? — continue Ihe 

Fight on Pell-mell— fight— kill— be damn'd— do any 
thing 

But found Retreat Oh this damn'd Coward Cardinal ! 

[Exeunt. 
The noi/e of fighting near ; after a little -while enter 

Philip again. 
Phil. Not yet, ye Gods! Oh this eternal Coward! 

Enter Alonzo. 
Alon. Sir, bring up your Referves, or all is loft j 
Ambition plumes the Moor, and makes him aft 
Deeds of fuch Wonder, that even you wou'd envy them. 
Phil. 'Tis well — I'll raife my Glories to that daizling 
height, 
Shall darken his, or fet in endlcfs Night [Exeunt. 

SCENES Grove. 

Enter Card, and Queen ; the noife of a Battel continuing. 

Qu. By all thy Love, by all thy Langui foments, 
By all thofe Sighs and Tears paid to my Cruelty, 
By all thy Vows, thy paflionate Letters fent, 
I do conjure thee, go not forth to fight: 
Command your Troops not to engage with Philip, 
Who aims at nothing but the Kingdom's ruin. 

C 3 Ftr- 
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-Fernando'?, kill'd — —the Moor has gain'd the Power, 

A Power that you nor Philip can withftand ; 
And is't no! better he were loft than Spain, 
Since one mull be a Sacrifice? 

Bcfides if 1 durft tell it, 

There's fomcthing I cou'd whifper to thy Soul, 
Wou'd make thee blufh at ev-'ry tingle Good 
Thou'aft done that infolent Boy ;— — But 'tis not now 

A time for Stories of fo ftrnnge a Nature, 

Which when you know, you will conclude with me. 
That every Man that arms for Philip's Caufe, 

Merits the name of Traitor. 

Be wife in time, and leave his (hameful Intereft, 
An Intercft thoii wilt curfc thy felf for taking ; 
Be wife, and make Alliance with the Moor, 

Card, And Madam, fhould I lay afide my Wrongs, 
Thofe publick Injuries 1 have received, 
And make a mean and humble Peace with him? 

No, let Spain be ruin'd by our Civil Swords, 

E'er for its fafety I forego mine Honour, 
Eider an Officer. 

Offi. Advance, Sir, with your Troops, or wc are loft. 

Card. Give order 

Qu. That they flir not on their Lives ; 
Is this the Duty that you owe your Country ? 

Is this your Samflity and Love to me ? 

Is't thus you treat the Glory I have offer'd 
To raife you to my Bed ? 
To rule a Kingdom, be a Nation's Safety, 
To advance in hoftile manner to their Walls ; 
Walls that confine your Countrymen, and Friends, 
And Queen, to whom you've vow'd eternal Peace, 
Eternal Love '! And will you court in Arms t 
Such rude Addreffes wou'd but ill become you. 
No, from this hour renounce all Claims to me, 
Or P/tilip'i Intereft; for let me tell you, Cardinal, 
This Love, and that Revenge, are inconfiftent. 

Card. But, Madam 

Qu. No more — disband your Rebel Troops, 
And ftrait with me to Abdelasar's Tent, 
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Where all his Claims he ihnll refipi to you, 
Bolh in my felf, the Kingdom, and the Crown : 
You being departed, ihoufands more will leave him, 
And you're alone the Prop to his Rebellion. 
Enter Sebaftian. 
Sebaft. Advance, advance, my Lord, with all your 
Force, 
Or elfe the Prince and Victory is loft, 
Which now depends upon his lingle Valour; 
Who, like fome antient Hero, or fome God, 
Thunders amongft the thickefl of his Enemies, 
Deftroying all before him in fuch numbers, 

That Piles of Dead obftruct his paffage to the living 

Relieve him ftra.it, my Lord, with our Ltd Cavalry and 

Card. Ill follow inftantly. [Ex. Sebaft. 

Qu. Sir, but you ftiall not, unlefs it be to Death 

Shall you preferve the only Man I hate, 

And hate with fo much reafon? let him fall 

A Victim to an injur*d Mother's Honour. 

Come, I wUl be obey'd — indeed I mull — 

[Fawns on him. 

Card. When you're thus foft, can I retain my Anger ? 

Oh look but ever thus in fpite of Injuries— 

I (hall become as tame and peaceable, 

As are your charming Eyes, when drefs'd in Love, 

Which melting down my Rage, leave me defencelefs. 

Ah Madam, have a generous care of me, 

For I have now relign'd my Power to you. 

[Shout within. 

Qk. What Shouts are thefe? 

Enter Sebaftian. 

Sebaft. My Lord, the Enemy is giving ground, 
And Philips Arm alone fuftains the day : 
Advance, Sir, and compleat the Viclory. [Exit. 

Qu. Give order limit, that a Retreat be founded ; 
And whilft they do fo, by me conducted, 

Well inftantly 10 AbtUlaser's Tent 

Hafte — hafle, my Lord, whilft I attend you here. 

[Ex./everally. 
C 4 Car- 
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Cardinal going oat, is met by Philip. 

Phil. Oh dntnn your buy Order, where have you been, 

But 'tis no time for Queftions, (Sir J 

Move forward with your Referves. 

Card. I will not, Sir. 

Phil. How, will not ! 

Card. Now to advance would be impolitick; 
Already by your defperate Attempts, 
You've loll the bell part of our Hopes. 

Phil. Death ! you lye. 

Card Lye, Sir! 

Phil. Ves, lye, Sir, therefore come on, 

Follow the defperate Rccr-Guard, which is mine, 

And where 111 die, or conquer follow my Sword 

The bloody way it leads, or circ by Heaven 
III give the Moor the Victory in fpite, 

And turn my Force on thee 

Plague of your Cowardice — Come, follow me. 



SCENE The Grove. 

As Philip is foiiig off, he is overtook by Alonzo, Anto- 
nio, SebaRian, and other Officers: At the other fide 
fome Moors, arid other of Abdelazar'.t Party, enter 

and fall on Philip and the reft the Moors are 

beaten off- one left dead on the Stage. 

Enter Abdelazar, with Roderigo, and fome others. 

Abd. Oh, for more Work more Souls to fend to 

Hell! 
—Ha, ha, ha, here's one going thither— Sirrah— Slave 
Moor — who kill'd thee? — how he grins— this Bread, 
Had it been temperM and made proof like mine, 
It never wou'd have been a Mark for Fools. 
Abd. going out : enter Philip, Alonzo, Sebaflian, An- 
tonio, and Officers, as paffing truer the Stage. 
Phil. HI wear my Sword to th' Hilt, but I will find 
The Subjecl of my Vengeance.' 

Moor, 'tis for thee I feek, where art thou, Slave ? 

Abd. Here, Philip. [Abd. turns. 

Phil. 
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Phil. Fate and Revenge, I thank thee. 

Abd. Why thou art brave, whoe'er begot thee. 

Phil. Villain, a King begot me. 

Abd. I know not that, 
But I'll be fwom thy Mother was a Queen, 
And I will kill thee handfomely for her fake. 

[Offers to fight, their Parties hinder them. 

A Ion. Hold hold, my Prince. 

Ofm. Great Sir, what mean you ? [To Abd. 

The Victory being yours, to give your Life away 
On one fo mad and defperate. [Their Parties draw. 

Phil. Alonso, hold, 
We two will be the Fate of this great Day. 

Abd. And I'll forego all I've already won, 
And claim no Conqucft ; tho whole heaps of Bodies, 
Which this Right-hand has (lain, declare me Victor. 

Phil. No matter who's the Victor; I have thee in my 
And will not leave thee, (view, 

Till thou haft crown'd thofe Heaps, and made 'em all 
The glorious Trophies of my Vittory — Come on, Sir, 

Alan. You fhall not fight thus fingle; 
If you begin, by Heaven we'll all fall on. 

Phil. Doft thou fufpea my Power? 
Oh, I am arm'd with more than complcat Steel, 
The Juftice of my Quarrd; when I look 
Upon my Father's Wrongs, my Brother's Wounds, 
My Mother's Infamy, Spain's Mifery, 
I am all Fire; and yet I am too cold 
To let out Blood enough for my Revenge: 
Therefore flir nut a Sword on my fide. 

Abd. Nor on mine. 

They fight ; bath their Parties engage on either fide ; 
vie Scene draws off, arid di/covers both the Armies, 
which alt fall on and make the main Battel ; Phi- 
lip prevails, the Moors give ground: Then the 
Scene clo/es to the Grove. Enter fonte Moors flying 
in dif order. 
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SCENE changes to a Tent. 

Enter Abdelazer, Roderigo, Ofmin, Zarrack, and fame 
others of his Party. 

Rod. Oh fly, my Lord, fly, for the Day is loft. 

Abd. There are three hundred and odd Days i'th Year, 
And cannot we lofe one ? — difmifs thy Fears, 
They'll make a Coward of thee. 

Ofm. Sir, all the noble Sfnu:;.::;'; bM tefvcfc you ; 
Your Soldiers faint, are round befct with Enemies, 
Nor can you fhun your Fate, but by your Flight. 

Abd. I can and muft in fpite of Fate : 

The Wheel of War (hall turn about again, 

And dafh the Current of his Victories. 

This is the Tent I've pitch'd, at diitance from the Armies, 
To meet the Queen and Cardinal; 
Charm'd with the Magick of DilTimulation, 
I know by this he'as furl'd his Enfigns up, 
And is become a tame and coward Afs. 

[A Retreat is founded. 
— Hark — hark, 'tis done: oh my inchanting Engine ! 
— Doft thou not hear Retreat founded? 

Rod. Sure 'tis impofllble. 

Abd She has prevail'd— a Woman's Tongue and Eyes 
Arc Forces ftrongcr than Artilleries. 

Enter Queen, Cardinal, Women, and Soldiers. 
We are betrayM 

Qh. What means this Jealoufy? lay by your Weapons, 

And embrace the light of thefe beget Sufpicion : 

Abdelaser, by my Birth he comes in peace ; 
Lord Cardinal, on my Honour fo comes he. 

Abd Let him withdraw his Troops then. 

Qu. They're Guards for all our Safeties: 
Give me your Hand, Prince Cardinal — thine Abdelazer — 

[She brings them togelhi 
This bleft Accord I do behold with Joy. 

Card. Abdelazer, 
I at the Queen's Command have met you 
To know what 'tis you will propofe to us. 
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Abd Peace and eternal Friendlhip 'twist us two. 
How much again ft my Will I took up Arms, 
Be witnefs Heav"n ; nor was it in revenge to you, 
But to let out th' infected Blood of Philip, 
Whofe fole aim 

Is to be King — which Spain will never fuffcr ; 
Spain gave me Education, tho not Birth, 
Which has intitled it my native Home, 
To which fuch Reverence and Eftcem I bear, 
I will preferve it from the Tyrant's Rage. 
The People who once lov"d him, now abhor him, 
And 'tis your Power alone that buoys him up : 
And when you've lifted him into a Throne, 
Tis time to make you off. 

Card. Whilft I behold him as my native Prince, 
My Honour and my Religion bids me ferve him ; 
Vet not when I'm convine'd that whilft I do fo, 



We fliould not ferve, adore, and fight for him ; 
But Philip is a Ballard :— nay, 'twill furprwe ye, 
But that 'tis Truth, the Queen will fatisfy you. 

Qu. With one bold Word he has undone my Honour. 
{Wteps. 
Too bluntly, Adelaxer, you repeat 
That which by flow Degrees you (hou'd have utter*d. 

Abd. Pardon my Roughnefs, Madam, 1 meant well. 

Card, Philip a Ballard ! 
If by fuch Arts you wou'd divide me from him, 
I (hall fufpefl you wou'd betray us both. 

Qu. Sir, he informs you Truth ; and I blufli Icfs 
To own him fo, than that he is a Traitor. 

Card. Philip a Ballard I oh it cannot be 

Madam, take heed you do not for Revenge, 
Barter your dearer Honour, and lofe both. 

Qu. I know what's due to Honour, and Revenge, 

But better what 1 owe to Spain, and you 

You are a Prince o 1 th' Blood, and may put off 
The Cardinal when you pleafe, and be a Monarch. 

Card. Tho my Ambition's equal to my Paffion, 

Neither 



6o 



Abdelazer; or, 



Neither (ha!l make me aft againft thofe Principles 
My Honour ever taught me to obey. 

And, Madam 

TJs lefs a Sin, not to believe you her, 
Than 'tis to doubt your Virtue. 

Qjt. I wifh it were untold, if it muft forfeit 

The lead of your Efteem- but that 'tis Truth, 

Be witnefs Heav'n, my Shame, my Sighs, mv Tears. 

[IVetfii 

Card. Why, Madam, was't fo long conceal'd from me 

Qu. The Circumllances 1 fhal! at leifure tell you ; 
And for the prefent, 
Let it fuffiee, he cannot rule in Spain, 
Nor can you fide with him, without being made 
As much incapable to reign as he. 

Card. Tho Love and Honour I have always made 
The Bufinefs of my Life ; 
My Soul retains too fo much of" Ambition, 
As puts me flill in mind of what I am, 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain : 
Nor fhal) my blinded Zeal to Loyalty, 
Make me that glorious Intcrefl refign, 
Since Philip's Claims are not fo great as mil 

Madam, tho I'm convinced I've done ai 

In taking Arms for Philip, 

Yet 'twill be difficult to difengage my felf. 

Abd. Mod eafily 

Proclaim il in the bead of all your Troops, 

The Juftice of your Caufc for leaving him ; 

And tell 'em, 'tis a Work of Piety 

To follow your Example. 

The giddy Rout are guided by Religion, 

More than by Juftice, Reafon, or Allegiance. 

The Crown which I as a good Husband keep, 

I will lay down upon the empty Throne ; 

Marry you the Queen, and fill it— and for me, 

111 ever pay you Duty as a Subjeft. [Bows low. 

Card. On thefe Conditions all 1 am is yours ; 
Philip we cannot fear, all he can do 
Is to retire for refuge into Portugal. 

Abd. 
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AM. That wou'd be dangerous 

Is there no Arts to get him into our Power? 

Card. Perhaps by Policy, and fceming Fricndlhip, 

ir we have reafon yet to fear his Force ; 

:d fince I'm fatisfy'd he's not my lawful Prince, 

annot think it an Impiety 
To facrifice him to the Peace of Spain, 
And every Spirit that loves Liberty : 
Firft we'll our Forces join, and make 'cm yours, 
Then give mc your Authority to arreft him ( 
If Co we can furprize him, we'll fparc the hazard 
Ofafecond Battel 

Add. My Lord, retire into my inner Tent, 
And all things (hall be inftantly perform'd. [Exeunt. 

SCENE, The Grove. 

Enter fame of Philip'.! Party running over the Stage, 
pur/u'd by Philip, Alonzo, Sebaftian, Antonio, and 
fame few Officers more. 

Alan. Do not purfue 'em, Sir, fuch coward Slaves 
Dcfervc not Death from that Illuflri.ius Hand. 

Phil. Eternal Plagues confume 'em in their Flight; 
Oh this damn'd coward Cardinal has betra/d us ! 
When all our Swords were nobly dvM in Blood, 
When with red Sweat that trickled from our Wounds 
Wc'ad dearly earn'd the long difpnted Vic'lory, 
Then to lofe all, then to found bafe Retreat, 
It fwdls my Anger up to perfect Madnefs. 

Alois. Indeed 'twas wondrous flrange. 

Scbnjt. I'm glad, Sir 

Phil. Art glad of it ? art glad we are abandon'd ? 
That I, and thou have loft the hopeful'fl Day— 

Sehajl. Great Sir, I'm glad that you came off alive. 

Phil. Thou hafl a lean Face— and a carrUin Heart— 
A plague upon the Moor, and thee— Oh Alonzo, 
To run away — follow'd by all the Army ! 
Oh I cou'd tear my Hair, and curfe my Soul to Air ! 
—Cardinal— thou Traitor, Judas, that would'fl fell 
Thy God again, as thou hail done thy Prince. 

But 
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—But come — 



■we're yet a few, 



And we will right till there be left but o: 
If 1 prove him, I'll die a glorious death. 

Ant. Yes, but the Cardinal has took pious Care 
It (hall be in our Beds. 

Sebaft, We are as bad as one already, Sir ; for all our 
Fellows are crawl'd home, fome with ne'er a Leg, others 
with ne'er an Arm, fome with their Brains beat out, and 
glad they efcap'd fo. 

/'/ill. But my dear Countrymen, youll (lick to me. 

I Sold. Ay, wou'd I were well off \Afide. 

Phil. Speak flout Steva, wilt thou not ? 

I Sold, Sceva, Sir, who's that ? 

Phil. A gallant Roman, that fought by Co-fur's fide, 
Till all his Body covered o'er with Arrows, 
Shcw*d like a monftrous Porcupine. 

I Sold. And did he die. Sir? 

Phil. He wou'd not but have dvM for Ctrfar's Empire. 

i Sold Hah— why, Sir, I'm none of Suva, but ho- 
ncft Diego, yet would as willingly die as he, but that I 
have a Wife and Children ; and if I die they beg. 

Phil. For every drop of Blood which thou fhalt lofe, 
I'll give thy Wife— a Diadem. 

iold. Stark mad, as I am Valiant ! 
Enter Card. Officers and Soldiers : Philip offers to run on 
him, is held by Alonzo. 

Phil. Oh Heav'n ! is not thai the Cardinal ? 
Traitor, how da^fl thou tempt my Rage, and Juffice ? 

Card. Vour Pardon, Sir, 1 come in humble Love 
To offer happy Peace. 

Phil. Was that thy Aim when bafc Retreat was founded I 

Oh thou falfe Cardinal— lei me go, Alonzo 

Death ! offer happy Peace ! ho, offer War, 

Bring Fire and Sword — Hell and Damnation— Peace ! 

Oh damn your mufly Peace — No will you tight and cry, 

Down with the Moor ! and then I'll die in peace. 

I have a Heart, two Arms, a Soul, a Head, 

I'll hazard thefe 1 can but hazard all 

Come — I will kneel to thee — and be thy Slave — [Kneels. 
I'll let thee tread on me, do any thing, 
So this damn'd Moor may fall. 
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Card. Yes, Sir, he Ihall 

Phil. Gods ! (hall he thy noble Hand upon'!, 

And for this Promifc, take my grateml Heart. f£»tf/vv«Ai>«. 
Shall Abdetaxer fall ? 

Card. Yes, upon thee 

Like the tall Ruins of a falling Tower, 

To crulh thee into Duft 

[As they embrace, the Guards feize him and the rejl. 
Traitor and Baftard, I arrell thee of High-Treafon. 

Phil. Hah 1— Traitor i— and Ballard !— and from thee ! 
[They hold PhHip'j Hands. 

Card Guards, to your Hands the Prifoner is committed. 
There's your Warrant— /I &»i2Y>, you are free. [Ex. Card. 

Phil. Prithee lend me one Hand— to wipe my Eyes, 
And fee who 'tis dares authorize this Warrant ; 

The Devil and his Dam ! the Moor and Queen ! 

Their Warrant ! Gods ! Alonso, muft we obey it ? 

Villains ! you cannot be my Jailors ; there's no Prifon, 
No Dungeon deep enough ; no Gate fo ilromr, 

To keep a Man confin'd fo mad with Wrong. 

Oh doll thou weep, Alomg t 

Alan. I wou'd fain Ihed a Tear, 
But from my Tears fo many Show'rs are gone, 
They are too poor to pay your Sorrows Tribute ; 
There is no Remedy, we muft to Prifon. 

Phil. Yes, and from thence to Death 

I thought I fhould have had a Tomb hung round 
With tatter'd Enfigns, broken Spears and Javelins ; 
And that my Body, with a thoufand Wounds, 
Shou'd have been born on fome triumphant Chariot, 
With folemn Mourning, Drums, and Trumpets founding ; 
Whilft all the wondring World with Grief and Envy, 
Had wifli'd my glorious Ddliny their own ; 

" t now, Alonxe like a Beaft I fall, 

d hardly Pity waits my Funeral. [Exeunt. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. A Prefence- 
Chavtber, vnth a Throne and Canopy. 

Enter Abdelazer, Cardinal, Alonzo, Ordonio, Roderigo, 
and oilier Lords, one bearing the Crown, which is laid 
oh the Table on a Cujhion ; the Queen, Leonora, and 
Ladies. They alt feat themfehvs, leaving the Throne 
and Chair of State empty. Abdelazer rifes and bows, 
Roderigo kneeling prefents him with the Crown. 

Abd.f~~* Randees of Spain, if in this royal Pretence 

\_T There breathes a Man,whohavinglaidhis hold 
So fail on fuch a Jewel, and dares wear it, 
In the Contempt of Envy, as 1 dare ; 
Yet uncompelTd (as freely as the Gods 
Bellow their Bieffings) wou'd give fuch Wealth away ; 

Let fuch a Man Hand forth all ye are fix'd 1 

No wonder, fincc a King's a Deity. 

And who'd not be a God ? 

This glorious Profpeft, when I firfl faw the Light, 

Met with my Infant Hopes ; nor have thore Fetters 

(Which e'er they grew towards Mcn,.S^(i;'»taughtmehowlo 

Made me forget what's due to thai illuftrious Birth ; 

Yet thus 1 caft afidc the Rays of Majefty 

[Kneels, and lays the Crown on the Table. 
And on my Knee do humbly offer up 
This fplendid powerful thing, and cafe your Fears 
Of Ufurpation and of Tyranny. 

Alon. What new Device is this? [Ajfde. 

Card. This is an Action generous and juft 

Let us proceed to new Election. 

Abd. Stay, Peers of Spain, 
If young Vtince Philip be King Philip's Son, 
Then is he Heir to Philip, and his Crown; 
But if a Baflard, then he is a Rebel, 
And as a Traitor to the Crown fhou'd bleed : 
That dangerous popular Spirit mud be laid, 
Or Spain muft languifh under civil Swords ; 
And Portugal taking advantage of thofc Diforders, 
Affiftcd by the Male-contents within, If 





If Philip live will bring Confufion home. 

Our Remedy for this is firft to prove, 

And then proclaim him ila.ft.ml. 

Alott. That Projeft would be worth your Politicks [j-J/ir/f. 
How fhou'd we prove him Baftard? 

Abd Her Majefty being lately urg'd by Confcience, 
And much above her Honour prizing Spain, 
Declar'd this Secret, but has not nam'd the Man ; 
If he be noble and a Spaniard 'born. 
He (hall repair her Fame by marrying her. 

Card. No; Spaniard, or Moor, the daring Slave lhall die. 

Qu. Would 1 were cover*d withaVeilof Nigbt, [Weeps. 
That I might hide the lilulhes on my Cheeks ! 
But when your Safety comes into Difpute, 
My Honour, nor my Life mull come in competition. 
— I'll therefore hide my Eyes, and blulhing own, 
That Philip's, Father is i'th Pretence now. 

Alon. I'th' Prefence 1 name him. 

Qu. The Cardinal [All rife in Amazement. 

Card. How's this, Madam ! 

AM. How ! the Cardinal ! 

Card. I Philip's Father, Madam ! 

Qu. Dull Lover — is not this all done for thee ? 
Doft thou not fee a Kingdom and my felf, 
By this ConfeHion, thrown into thy Arms ? 

Card. On Terms fo infamous I muft defpife it. 

Qu. Have I thrown by all my Senfe of Modefty, 
To render you the Maftcr of my Bed, 
To be refus'd — was there any other way? 

Card I cannot yield ; this Cruelty tranfeends 
All you have ever done me — Heavens ! what a Conteft 
Of Love and Honour fwelts my riling Heart ! 

Qu. By all my Love, if you refufe me now, 
Now when I have remov"d all Difficulties, 
III be reveng'd a thoufand killing ways. 

Card. Madam, I cannot own fo falfc a thing, 
My Confcience and Religion will not fuffer me. 

Qu. Away with all this Canting ; Confcience, and Reli- 
No, take advice from nothing but from Love. (gion 1 

Card. 'Tis certain I'm bewitch'd— fhc has a Spell 
Hid in thofe charming Lips. 

S Alon. 
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Alon. Prince Cardinal, what fay you to this ? 

Card. I cannot bring it forth 

Qu. Do't, or thou'rt loft for ever. 

Card. Death • What's a Woman's Power ? 
And yet I can refift it 

Qu. And dare you difobey me ? 

Card. Is't not enough I've given you up my Power, 
Nay, and refign'd my Life into your Hands, 

But you wou'd damn mc too — I will not yield 

Oh now 1 find a very Hell within me : 
How am I mifguided by my Paffion i 

Alon. Sir, we attend your Anfwer. 

Qu. Tis now near twenty Years, when newly married, 
And 'tis the Cuftom here to marry young, 
King Philip made a War in Barbary 
Won Turns, eonquer'd Fes, and hand to hand 
Slew great Abdela, King at Fez, and Father 
To this Barbarian Prince. 

AM. I was but young, and yet I well remember 
My Father's Wound — poor Barbary— but no more. 

Qu. In abfence of my King, I UVd retired. 
Shut up in my Apartment with my Women, 
Suffering no Vifits, but the Cardinal's, 
To whom the King had left me as his Charge ; 
But he, unworthy of that Trufl repos'd, 
Soon turn'd his Bufincfs into Love. 

Card. Heavens ! how will this Story end ? \Afide. 

Qu. A Tale, alas ! unpleafant to my Ear, 
And for the which 1 banilh'd him my Prefence. 
But oh the Power of Gold ! he bribes my Women, 
That they fhould tell me (as a Secret too) 
The King (whofe Wars were finifli'd) would return 
Without acquainting any with the time ; 
He being as jealous, as I was fair and young, 
Meant to furprize me in the dead of Night : 
This pafs'd upon my Youth, which ne'er knew Art. 

Card. Gods 1 is there any Hell but Woman's Falfhood ? 
[AJUi. 

Qu- The following Night I haded to my Bed, 

To wait my expecled Blifs nor was it long 

Before his gentle Steps approach'd my Ears. 

Undrefs'd 
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Undrcfs'd he came, and with a vigorous hade 
Flew to my yielding Arms : I call'd him King, 
My dear lov'd Lord ; and in return he brcatlrd 
Into my Bofom, in loft gentle Whifpers, 
My Queen ! my Angel ! my lov'd f/abella ! 
And at that Word 1 need not tell the reft. 

Aton. What's all this, Madam, to the Cardinal? 

Qu. Ah, Sir, the Night too lhort for his CarciTes, 
Made room for Day, Day that betray'd my Shame ; 
For in my guilty Arms 1 found the Cardinal 

A/on. Madam, why did not you complain of this 1 

Qu. Alas, I was but young, and full of Fears ; 
Bafhful, and doubtful of a juft Belief, 
Knowing King Philip's rafh and jealous Temper; 
But from your Juilice I cupecl Revenge. 

Rod. His Crime, my Lords, is Death, hy all our Laws, 

Card. Have you betray'd me by my too much Faith ? 
Oh fhamelefs Creature, am I difarm'd for this? 
Had I but fo much Eafe to be inragM, 
Sure I (hou'd kill thee for this Treachery : 

But I'm all Shame, and Grief By all that's Holy, 

My Lords, 1 never did commit this Crime. 

Abd. Tis but in vain, Prince Cardinal, to deny it. 

Qu. Do not believe him, Lords ; — 
Revenge let Sentence pafs upon the Traitor. 

Card. I own that Name with Horror, which you drew me 
When I betray'd the bcfl of Men, and Princes ; (to, 

And 'tis but juft you lit mt for Defpairs, 
That may inftrucl me how to follow him in Death 1 
Vet as I'm Prince o'th Blood, and Cardinal too. 
You cannot be my Judges. 

Abd. You fhall be try*d, Sir, as becomes your Quality. 
O/ntin, we commit the Cardinal to your Charge. 

Card. Heaven I (hou'd I live to that I No, 
I have within me a private Shame, 
That lhall (ecure me from the publick one. 

Alon. A pretty turn of State !— we lhall all follow, Sir. 

Card. The Powers above are juft: 
Thus I my Prince a Sacrifice lirfl made, 
And now my fclf am on the Altar laid. [Ex. Card, guarded. 

Abd Madam, retire, you've acted fo divinely, 

You've 
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You've fill'd my Soul with new admiring Paflion : 
III wait on you in your Apartment inftantly. 
And at your Feet pay all my Thanks, and Love. 

Qu. Make hade, my dcarcft Moor, whilfl 1 retire, 
And fit my Soul to meet thy kind Defire. 

Ex. Q»een and her Train ; Leon, advancing to fol- 
low, is /laid by Abd. 

Aid. Stay, beauteous Maid, flay, and receive that Crown, 

{Leads ha- back. 

Which as your due, Heav'nandall Spain prefents you with. 

Alan. But granting Philip is— that thing you call him, 
If we muft giant htm fo, who then fhall reign ? 
Not that we do not know who ought to reign, 
But ask who 'tis you will permit to do fo. [To Abd. 

Abd. Who but bright Leonora ! the Royal Off-fpring 
Of noble Philip, whofe Innocence and Beauty, 
Without th 1 advantage of her glorious Birth, 
Merits all Adoration. 

All. With Joy we do falute her Queen. 

Abd. Live Leonora ! beauteous Queen of Spain\[Shout. 

Alon. From Abdelasar this ! it cannot be, 
At lead not real. [ax/lde. 

Abd. My Lords, 
Be it now your Care magnificently to provide 
Both for the Coronation, and the Marriage 
Of the fair Queen ; 

Let nothing be omitted that may (hew, 
How we can pay, where we fo vaflly owe. \Bovis. 

Alon. I am much bound to Spain, arid you, my Lords, 
For this great Condefccnfion. 

Leo. My Lords, I thank ye all, 
And moft the gallant Moor — I am not well — 

t Turns to Alon. 
>eath, 
I mull retire to give my Sorrow Breath. 

[Ex. Leo./otlow'd by all but Abd. and Rod. who 
looks on Abd. 

Rod. Sir, what have you done ? 

Abd. What every Man that loves like mc fhou'd do : 
Undone my felf for ever, to beget 

One 
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One Moment's thought in her, that I adore her ; 
That fhe may know, none ever lov'd like me, 

I've thrown away the Diadem of Spain 

— Tis gone ! and there's no more to fet but this— 
(My Heart) at all, and at this one laft Can, 
Sweep up my former Loffes, or be undone. 

Rod You court at a vaft Rate, Sir. 

Abd. Oh, (he's a Goddefs ! a Creature made by Heaven 
To make my profperous Toils all fwcet and charming ! 
She mud be Queen, 1 and the Gods decree it 

Rod Sir, is (he not defign'd A/onso's Bride? 

Abd. Yes, fo her fclf and he have ill agreed ; 
But Heav'n and 1 am of another Mind, 
And muft be firft obey*d. 

Rod. Alonso will not yield his Intereft eafily. 

Abd. Wou'd that were all my Hop to Happinefs ; 
But, Roderigo, this fond amorous Queen 
Sits heavy on my Heart. 

Rod. She's but a Woman, nor has more Lives than one. 

Abd. True, Roderigo, and thou haA dealt in Murders, 
And knowil the fafefl way to 

Rod. How, Sir ! 

Abd. Thou darTt not fure pretend to any Virtue ; 
Had Hell infpir'd thee with lefs Excellency 
Than Arts of killing Kings, ihou'dfl ne'er been rais'd 
To that exalted Height, tliave known my Secrets. 

Rod But, Sir 

Abd. Slave, look back upon the Wretch ednefs I took thee 
What Merits hadft thou to defervc niy Bounty, (from ; 
But Vice, brave profperous Vice f 
Thou'rt neither wife, nor valiant. 

Rod. 1 own my felf that Creature rais'd by you, 
And live but to repay you, name the way. 

Abd. My budnefs is — to have the Queen remov'd ; 
She does expect my coming this very Hour ; 
And when fhe does fo, 'tis her Cuflom to be retir'd, 
Difmifting all Attendants, but Elvira. 

Rod. The reft I need not be inrtrufted in. [Ex. Rod. 

Enter Ofmin. 
O/m. The Cardinal, Sir, is clofe confin'd with Philip. 

Abd. 
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AM. Tis well. 

Ofm. And do you think it fit, Sir, they fhou'd live ? 

Add. No, this day they both muft die, fome fort of Death", 
That may be thought was given ihem by themfelves : 
I'm hire I give them caufc—Ofniin, view well this Ring; 
Whoever brings this Token to your Hands, 
Without confidcring Sex, or Quality, 
Let 'em be kill'd, 

Ofm. Your Will (hall be obe/d in every thing. 

[Exeunt feverally. 

SCENE, A fine C/iamber. A Table 
and Chair. 

Enter Queen and Elvira. 

Qji. Elvira, haft ihou drcfl my Lodgings up, 
Fit to receive my Moor? 

Arc they all gay, as Altars, when fome Monarch 
Is there to offer up rich Sacrifices ? 
Haft thou flrew'd all the Floor his Feet muft prefs, 
With the loft new-bom Beauties of the Spring? 

Elv. Madam, I've done as you commanded me. 

Qu. Let all the Chambers too be fiU'd with Lights : 
There's a Solemnity methinks in Night, 
That does infinuate Love into the Soul, 
And makes the bafhful Lover more affur'd. 

Elv. Madam, 
You fpeak as if this were your firft Enjoyment. 

Qft. My firil ! Oh Elvira, his Powers, like his Charms, 
His Wit, or Bravery, every hour renews ; 
Love gathersSweets like Flow'rs, which grow more fragrant. 
The nearer they approach Maturity. [Knack. 

— Hark ! 'tis my Moor, — give him admittance flrait. 
The Thought comes o'er me like a gentle Gale, 
Railing my Blood into a thoufand Curls. 

Elv. Madam, it is a Prieft— 

Qji. A Priefl ! Oh fend him quickly hence ; 
1 wou'd not have fo cold and dull an Object, 
Meet with my nobler Senfc, 'tis mortifying. 

Elv. Perhaps 'tis fome Petition from the Cardinal. 
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Qu. Why, what have I to do with Priefl or Cardinal ? 

Let him not enter 

[Elv. gets out, and returns with Rod. drefl like a Fryar. 

Elv. From Abdelazar, Madam. 

Qu. H'as nam'd a Word will make all Places free. 

Rod, Madam, be pleas'd to Tend your Woman hence, 
I've feme thing to deliver from the Moor, 
Which you alone mufl be acquainted with. 

Qu. Well, your Formality (hall be allov/d— retire— 

{To Elv. 
What have you to deliver to me now ? 

Rod. This— [Shews a Dagger, and lakes her by 

the HandT. 

Qu. Hah I ■ ... 

Rod. Vou mufl not call for help, unlefs to Heaven. 

Qu. What daring thing art thou ? 

Rod. One that has now no time to anfwer thee. 

[Stabs her, flu Jhu^gUs, htr Arm bleeds. 

Qu. O hold thy killing Hand ! I am thy Queen. 

Rod. Thou may J ft be Devil too, for ought I know ; 
111 try thy Subftance thus [Stabs again. 

Qu. Oh Abdelazar ! 
Thou haft well reveng'd me— on my Sins of Love ;— 

[He /eats her in (he Chair. 
But fhall 1 die thus tamely unrcveng'd ? — 

— Help — murder — help [He offers to flab again. 

Enter Elvira, and the Women. 

Elv. Oh Heavens ! the Queen is murderM — help the 

Queen .' [Rod offers to flab Elv. 

Enter Abdelazer. 

Abd. Hah 1 the Queen ! what facrilegious Hand, 

Or Heart fo brutal 

Dares thus profane the Shrine ador'd by me ? 
Guard well the PalTages. 

Qu. Thou art that facrilegious — brutal thing !— 
And falfe as are the Deities thou worfhip'fl. 

Abd. Gods ! let me not underfland that killing Language ! 
— — Inform me quickly, how you came thus wounded, 
Lefl looking on that facred Stream of Blood, 
I die e'er I've reveng'd you on your Murderer. 
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Qu. Hade then, and kill thy felf ; thou art my Murdc- 
Nor had his Hand, if not by thee indrufled, (rer, 



Aim'd al a Sin fo dangero 

Add. Surely (hell live [A/ide.] This !— 

Can Mifchief dwell beneath this reverend Shape ? 
Confefs who taught thee fo much Cruelty. 
Confefs, or I will kill ihee. 

Red. The Cardinal. 

Qu. The Cardinal I 

Aid Oh impious Traitor ! 
How came 1 mention'd then ? 

Rod. To get Admittance. 

Add. But why do 1 delay thy Punifhment i 
Die, — and be damn'd together [Afide.] [Stais him. 

But oh my Queen ! Elvira, call for help. 

Hav I remov'd all that oppos'd our Flame, [Kneels. 

To have it thus blown out, thus in a Minute? 
When I, all full of youthful Fire, all Love, 
Had rais'd my Soui with Hopes of near Delights, 
To meet thee cold, and pale ; to find thofe Eyes, 
Thofe charming Eyes thus dying— —Oh ye Powers ! 
Take all the Profpedl of my future Joys, 
And turn it to Dcfpair, fince thou art gone. (Soul, 

Qu. Ceafe, ccafe your kind Complaints — my draggling 
'Twiict Death — and Love — holds an uneafy Conteft ; 

This will not let it flay, nor that depart ; 

And whiid I hear thy Voice thus breathing Love, 
It hovers ilill about the grateful Sound. 

My Eyes have took an everlafling Leave 

Of all that bled their Sight ; and now a gloomy Darknefs 
Benights the wiihing Scnfe, that vainly drives 

To take another View ; but 'tis too late, 

And Life— and Love— mud yield— to Death— and Fate. 
Wits. 

Abd. Farewel my greated Plague, [He rifes with "Joy. 
Thou wert a mod impoiitick loving thing; 
And having done my Bus'nefs which thou wett bom for, 
'Twas time thou Ihouldd retire, 
And leave me free to love, and reign alone. 

Enter Leonora, Aloiuo, Ordonio, and other Men 






and Women. 



Come 
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Come all the World, and pay your Sorrows here, . 
Since all the World has Intereft in this Lofs. 

Alon. The Moor in Tears ! nay then the Sin was his., 

Leon. The Queen my Mother dead ! 
How many Sorrows will my Heart let in, 
E'er it will break in pieces. 

Alon. I know the Source of all this Villany, 

nd need not ask you how the Queen came murder'd. 

Elv. My Lord, that Fryer, from the Cardinal, did it 

Alon. The Cardinal ! 

Tis poflible, for the Injuries (he did him 

Cou'd be repair'd with nothing lefs than Death. [Aftde. 

My Fair, your Griefs have been fo jufl of late, 

I dare not beg that you would weep no more ; 

Tho every Tear thofc lovely Eyes let fall, 

Give me a killing Wound- — - — -Remove the Body. 

[Guards remove the Body, Ex. all but Alon. and Leon. 
Such Objects fuit not Souls fo foft as thine. 

Leon. With Horrors 1 am grown of late familiar ; 
I faw my Father die, and live the while ; 
I faw my beauteous Friend, and thy lov'd Sifter, 
Florella, whiKl her Brea/l was bleeding frefh ; 
Nay, and my Brother's too, all full of Wounds, 
The bed and kindefl Brother that ever Maid was bled with ; 
Poor i'hilip bound, and led like Victims for a Sacrifice ; 
All this I law and liv-d 

d canfl thou hope for Pity from that Heart, 

lofe harden'd Senfe is Proof 'gainft all thefc Miferics ? 
This Moor, Alonzo, is a fubtle Villain, 
Yet of fuch Power wefcarcedarc think him fuch. 

Alon. Tis true, my charming Fair, he is that Villain, 
As ill and powerful too; yet he has a Heart 
That may be reach'd with this— but 'tis not time, 

[Points to the Sword. 
We muA diffemblc yet, which is an Art 
Too foul for Souls fo innocent as thine. 

Enter Abdelaier. 
The Moor I 
Hell! will he not allow us forrowing time? 

Aid. Madam, 1 come to pay my humblelt Duty, 

VOL. II. D And 





74 



Abdelaze'r; or, 



And know what Service you command your Slave. 

Leon. Alas, I have no Commands ; or if I had, 
I am too wretched now to be obey'd. 

Abd. Can one fo fair, and great, ask any thing 
Of Men, or Heaven, they wou'd not grant with Joy ? 

Leon. Heav'ns Will I'm not permitted to difpute, 
And may implore in vain ! but 'tis in you 
To grant mc what may yet prefcrve my Life. 

Abd In me ! in me ! the humbleft of your Creatures ! 
By yon bright Sun, or your more fplendid Eyes, 



—Name but the way. 

Leon. I am fo unhappy, that the only thing 
I have to ask. is what you mull deny ; 
The Liberty of Philip 

Abd. How ! Philip's Liberty — and muft I grant it 
I {in whofe Hands Fortune had put the Crown) 
Had I not lov'd the Good and Peace of Spain, 
Might have difpos'd it to my own Advantage ; 
And (hall that Peace, 

Which I've preferred above my proper Glories, 
Be loft again in him, in him a Baftard? 

Aim. That he's a Baftard, is not, Sir, belieVd ; 
And fhe that cou'd love you, might after that 
Do any other Sin, and 'twas the leaft 
Of all the Number to declare him Ballard. 

Abd. How, Sir ! that cou'd love me ! what is there here. 
Or in my Soul, or Perfon, may not be belov'd ? 

Alon. I fpoke without Kelleflion on your Perfon, 
But of difhonefl Love, which was too plain, 
From whence came all the Ills we have endur'd ; 
And now being warm in Mifchiefs, 
Thou doft purfue the Game, till all be thine. 

Abd. Mine ! 

Alon. Yes, thine 

The little humble Mask which you put on 
Upon the Face of Fal/hood, and Ambition, 
Is eafily feen thro ; you gave a Crown, 
But youTl command the Kingly Power (IdL 
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Arm, and disband, deftroy or fave at Pleafure, 

Abd. Vain Boy, (whole higheft Fame, 
is that thou art the great Alvards Son) 
Where learnt you fo much daring, 10 upbraid 
My generous Power thus falflj-— do you know me I 

Aion. Yes, Prince, and 'tis that Knowledge makes me 

I know thy Fame in Arms ; 1 know in Battels 

Thou hail perform'd Deeds much above thy Years : 

My Infant Courage too 

(By the fame Mailer taught) grew up to thine, 

When thou in Rageout-didfl me, not in Bravery. 

—I know thou'fl greater Power too— thank thy Treachery ! 

Abd. Doft thou not fear Power? 

Aion. By Heaven not I, 
Whilft I can this command, 

[Lays his Hand on his Sword. 

Abd. I too command a Sword. 
[Abd. lays his Hand ok his, and comes clofe uft fo him. 
But not to draw on thee, Alonso \ 
Since I can prove thy Accufation falfe 
By ways more grateful — take this Ring, Alonso ; 
The tight of it will break down Prifon-Gates, 
And fct all free, as was the firfl-born Man. 

A/on. What means this turn f 

Abd. To enlarge Philip ; but on fuch Conditions, 
As you think fit to make for my Security : 
And as thou'rt brave, deal with me as I merit 

Aion. Art thou in earned ? 

Abd 1 am, by all that's faered. 

Leon. Oh let mc fall before you, and ne'er rife, 
Till I have made you know what Gratitude 

Is fit for fuch a Bounty ! 

Halle, my Alonso— haft e— and treat with Philip ; 
Nor do I wi!h his Freedom, but on fuch Terms 
As may be advantageous to the Moor. 

Aion. Nor I, by Heaven ! I know the Prince's Soul, 
Tho it be tierce, has Gratitude and Honour; 
And for a Deed like this, will make returns. 
Such as are worthy of the brave Obliger. [Exit. Aion. 
D i Abd. 
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Abd. Yes, if he be not gone to Heaven before you 
come. [AJide. 

\\ li.it will become of Abdelnzer now, 
Who with his Power has thrown away his Liberty ? 

Leon. Your Liberty I Oh Heaven forbid that you, 
Should be depriv'd of it ! 
Itmuft not be whilft Leonora lives. 

Aid. Tis (be that takes it from me. 

Leon. I ! Alas, t wou'd not for the World 
Give you one minute's Pain. 

Abet, You cannot help it, 'tis againfl your Will ; 
Your Eyes infeniibly do wound and kill. 

Lon. What can you mean ? and ycl I fear to know. 

Abd. Moft charming of your Sex ! had Nature made 
This clouded Face, like to my Heart, all Love, 
It might have fpartt that Language which you dread ; 
Whole rough harlh found, unfit for tender Ears, 
Will ill exprefs the Uulinefs of my Life. 

Leon, Forbear it if that Bufinefs, Sir, be Love. 

Abd. Gods ! 
Beeaufe I want the art to tell my Story 
In that foft way, which thofe can do whofe Bufinefs 
Is to be ftill fo idly employed, 
I mull be filcnt and injure my Pain, 
Which Reav"n ne'er gave me fo much tamenefs for. 
Love in my Soul is not that gentle thing 
It is in other Breails ; inllead of Calms, 
It ruffles mine into uncafy Storms. 

1 wou'd not love, if I cou'd help it, Madam ; 

But fince 'tis not to be refilled here 

You mull permit it to approach your Ear. 

Leon. Not when 1 cannot hear it, Sir, with Honour. 

Abd. With Honour ! 
Nay, I can talk in the Defence of that : 
By all that's facrcd, 'tis a Flame as virtuous, 
As every Thought inhabits your fair Soul, 
And it mail learn to be as gentle too ; 
For I muft merit you 

Leon. I will not hear this Language ; merit me ! 

Abd. 
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Abd. Yes— why not ? 

You're but the Daughter of the King of Spain, 
And I am Heir to great Abdela, Madam ; 
I can command this Kingdom you pofTefs, 
(Of which my Paffion only made you Queen) 
And re-affume th.it which your Father took 
From mine — a Crown as bright as that of Spain. 

Leon. You faid you wou'd be gentle 

Abd. I will ; this fullen Heart mall learn to bow, 
And keep it felf within the Bounds of Love ; 
Us Language I'll deliver out in Sighs, 
Soft as the Whifpers of a yielding Virgin. 
I cou'd transform my Soul into any Shape ; 
Nay, I could even teach my Eyes the Art 
To chaoge their natural Fiercenefs into Smiles ; 
What is't I wou'd not do to gain that Heart ? 

Leon. Which never can be yours ! that and my Vows, 
Are to Alonso given ; which he lays claim to 
By the mod facred Ties, Love and Obedience ; 
All Sfiain eftccms him worthy of that Love. 

Aba. More worthy than I ! it was a Woman, 
A nice, vain, peevifh Creature that pronoune'd it ; 
Had it been Man, 't had been his lafl Tranfgreffion. 
His Birth ! his glorious Actions ! are they like mine? 

Leon. Perhaps his Birth wants thofc Advantages, 
Which Nature has laid out in Beauty on his Perfon. 

Abd. Ay I there's your Caufe of Hate ! Curfl be my 
And curft be Nature that has d/d my Skin (Birth, 

With this ungrateful Colour ! cou'd the Gods 
Have given me equal Beauty with Alonso .' 
—Yet as I am, I've been in vain ador'd. 
And Beauties great as thine have languifh'd for me. 
The Lights put out, thou in thy naked Arms 
Will find me foft and fmooth as polilh'd Ebony ; 
And all my Kiffcs on thy balmy Lips as fweet, 
As are the Breezes, brcath'd amidfl the Groves 
Of ripening Spices in the height of Day : 
As vigorous too, 

As if each Night were the firft happy Moment 
I laid thy panting Body to my Bofom. 

D 3 Oh 
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Oh that tranfporting Thought 

See — I can bend as low, and figh as often, [Kneels. 

And fue for BlelTmgs only you can grant ; 

As any fair and foft A louse can 

If you could pity me as well 

But you are deaf, and in your Eyes I read 

[Ri/es with Anger. 
A Scorn which animates my Love and Anger ; 
Nor know I which I fhould difmifs or cherilh. 
Leon. The lafl is much more welcome than the firft ; 

Vour Anger can but kill : but, Sir, your Love 

Will make me ever wretched, fince 'tis impoffible 

Abd. Why kill me then ! you muft do one or t'other, 
[Kneels. 

For thus — 1 cannot live why doft thou weep 1 

Thy every Tear's enough to drown my Soul ! 
How tame Love renders every feeble Senfc .' [Ri/es. 

— Cods ! I lhall turn Woman, and my Eyes inform me. 
The Transformation's near Death ! Ill not en- 

I'll fly before (he'as quite undone my Soul — [Offers to go. 

But 'tis not in my Power Ihe holds it fail 

And I can now command no fingle part — [Returns. 

Tell me bright Maid, if I were amiable, 

And you were uningag'd, cou'd you then love me 1 

Leon, No ! I cou d die firtt. 

Abd. Hah !— awake, my Soul, from out this droufy Fit, 
And with thy wonted Bravery fcom thy Fetters- 
By Hcav'n 'tis gone ! and I am now my felf. 
Be gone, my dull Submiffion ! my lazy Flame 
Grows fenfible, and knows for what 'twas kindled. 
Coy Miflrefs, you muft yield, and quickly too ; 
Were you devout as Veflals, pure as their Fire, 
Vet I wou'd wanton in the rifled Spoils 
Of all that facred Innocence and Beauty. 

— Oh my Deftre's grown high 1 

midnight Flames let loofe in Cities, 
like that too, will ruin where it lights. 

Come 



The Moor's Revenge. 



79 




not fecur'dl 

and feafons, 



Come, this Apartment was defigned for Fleafure, 

And made thus filem, and thus gay for me ; 

There I'll convince that Error, that vainly made thee think 

] was not meant for Love. 

Leon. Am I bretray*d J are all my Women gone 1 
And have I nought but Heaven for my Defence ? 

Abd. None elfe, and that's too diitant to befriend you. 

Leon. Oh take my Life, and fpare my dearer Honour ! 

Help, help, ye Powers that favour Innocence. 

[Enter Women. 

"JuH as the Moor is going to force iu Leonora, enters 
to him Ofmin in hafte. 

Ofm. My Lord, Alamo 

Abd. What of him, you Slave 
Speak, dull Intruder, that knuw'il 
thee hence. 
. Not till I've done the Rufinefs which I came for. 

t. Slave ! that thou cam'ft for. 

[Stabs kim in the Arm. 

Ofm. No, 'twas to tell you, that Alonso, 

inding himfelf betray'd, made brave refinance ; 
Some of your Slaves he'as kill'd, and fome hc'as wounded. 

Abd. "Tis time he were fecur'd ; 
1 muft aflifl my Guards, or all is loft. [Exit. 

Leon. Sure, Ofmin, from the Gods thou cam'ft, 
To hinder my undoing ; and if thou dy^d. 
Heaven will almofl. forgive thy other Sins 
For this one pious Deed. — — - — — 
But yet I hope thy Wound's not mortal. 

Ofm, 'Tis only in my Arm — and, Madam, for this pity, 
1 11 live to do you Service. 

Leon. What Service can the Favourite of the Moor, 
Train'd up in Blood and Mifchiefs, render me ? 

Ofm. Why, Madam, I command the Guard of Moors, 
Who will all die, when e'er I give the Word. 
Madam, 'twas I caus'd Philip and the Cardinal 
Tony to th' Camp, 
And gave 'em warning of approaching Death. 

Leon, Heaven blcfs thee for thy Goodnefs. 

Ofm. I am weary now of being a Tyrant's Slave, 
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And bearing Blows too : the reft I cou'd have fuffer'd. 
Madam, I'll free the Prince. 
But fee, the Moor returns. 

Leo. That Monger's Prcfence 1 mull fly, as from a 
killing Plague. [Ex. with her Women. 

Enter Abddazar, ivith Zarrack, and a Train of Moors. 

Aid. It is prodigious, that a tingle Man 
Should. with fuch Bravery defend his Life 
Amongft fo many Swords ; — But he is fafe. 
O/min, I am not uf'd to fue for Pardon, 
And when I do, you ought to grant it me. 

O/m. I did not merit, Sir, fo harm a Wage. 

Aid. No more ; 1 iu aiham'd to be upbraided. 
And will repair the Injury I did thee. 

O/m. Acknowledgment from you is pay fufficient. 

Abd. Yet O/min,— 1 (hou'd chide your Negligence, 
Since by it Philip lives mil, and the Cardinal. 

O/m. I had dtfign'd it, Sir, this Evening's Sacrifice. 

Abd, Zarrack (hall now perform it — and inflantly : 
Alonso too mud bear 'em company. 

Zar. I'll (hew my Duty in my hafte, my Lord. 

[Ex. Zar. 

O/m. Death I I'm undone ;— I'll after him, and kill 
him. [Offers to go. 

Abd. O/min I have bufinefs with you. 

[Ofm. comes back bowing. 
As they are going off, enter Leonora, Ordonio, 
and other Lords, and Women. 

Leon. Oh Prince 1 for Pity hear and grant my Suit. 

[Kneels. 

Abd. When fo much Beauty's proftrate at tny Feet, 

What is*t I can deny ? rife, thou brigheft Virgin 

That ever Nature made ; 

Rife, and command my Life, my Soul, my Honour. 

Leon. No, let me hang for ever on your Knees, 
Unlefs you'll grant Alonso Liberty. 

Abd. Rife, I will grant it ; tho Alonzo, Madam, 
Betray'd that Trufl I had repos'd in him. 

Leon. I know there's fome Miftake ; let me negotiate 
Between my Brother and the Gallant Moor. 

I 
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I cannot force your Guards, 

There is no Danger in a Woman's Ann. 

Add. In your bright Eyes there is, that may corrupt 

Than all the Treafures of the Eaflern Kings. 

Yet, Madam, here I do refign my Power ; 

Aft as you pleafe, difmifs Alonsdz Chains. 

And fince you are fo generous, to defpife 

This Crown, which I have given you, 

Philip (hall owe his Grcatncfs to your Bounty, 

And whilft he makes me fafe, (hall rule in Spain, 

O/min— [ Wkifjxrs. 

Ord. And will you truft him, Madam ? 

Leon. If he deceive me, 'tis more happy far 
To die with them, than live where he inhabits. 

Of m. It fhall be done. 

Aid. Go, Ofinin, wait upon the Queen ; 
And when (he is confin'd, 111 viiit her, 
Where if the yield, fhe reigns ; if not, (he dies. [Afide. 
[Ex. Abd. one way, Leon. Ofm. and the reft another. 

SCENE, A Prifon. 



Phil. Oh all ye cruel Powers ! is't not enough 
I am dcprivM of Empire, and of Honour ? 
Have my bright Name ftol'n from me, with my Crown t 
Diverted of all Power! all Liberty! 
And here am chain'd like the fad Andromeda, 
To wait Dcftruftion from the dreadful Monfler ! 
Is not all this enough, without being damn'd, 
To have thee, Cardinal, in my full view ? 
If I cou'd reach my Eyes, I'd be reveng"d 
On the officious aud aecurfed Lights, 
For guiding fo much torment to my Soul. 

Card. My much wrong'd Prince ! you need not w 
to kill 
By ways more certain, than by upbraiding mc 
With my too credulous, fhameful paft mifdeeds. 

6 D s Pi 
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Phil. If that wou'd kill, I'd weary ou! my Tongue 

With an eternal repetition of thy Treachery ; 

Nay, and it (hou'd forget all other Language, 
Cut Traitor ! Cardinal ! which I wou'd repeat, 
Till I had made my felf as raging mad, 
As the wild Sua, when all the Winds are up ; 
And in that Storm, I might forget my Grief. 

Card, Wou'd I cou'd take the killing Object from your 

Phil. Oh Alonso, to add to my Diftradlion, (Eyes. 

Mud I find thee a [barer in my Fate? 

Alan. It is my Duty, Sir, to die with you. 

But, Sir, my l'rinccfs 

Has here a more than equal claim to Grief; 

And Fear for her dear Safety will deprive me 
Of this poor Life, thai fliou'd have been ymtr Sacrifice. 
Enter Zarrack until it Dagger ■ gases en Philip. 

Phil. Kind Murderer, welcome ! quickly free my Soul, 
And I will Itifs the footy Hand that wounds me. 

Zar. Oh, I fee you can be humble. 

Phil. Humble ! I'll be as gentle as a Love-fick Youth, 
When his dear Conqu'rcfs frghs a Hope into him, 
If thou wilt kill me, pity me and kill me. 

Zar. I hope to fee your own Hand do that Office. 

Phil. Oh thou wert brave indeed, 
If thou wou'dft lend me but the ufe of one. 

Zar. You'll want a Dagger then. 

Phil. By Heaven no, I'd run it down my Throat, 
Or flrike my pointed Fingers thro my Bread 

Zar. Ha, ha, ha, what pity 'tis you want a Hand. 
Enter Ofmin. 

Phil. Ofmin ! fure thou wilt be fo kind to kill me ! 
Thou hadft a Soul was humane. 

OJnu Indeed I will not, Sir, you are my King. 

[Unbind* htm. 

Phil. What mean'fl thou f 

Ofm. To fet you free, my Prince. 

Phil. Thou art fome Angel fure, in that dark Cloud. 

Zar. What mcan'lt thou, Traitor ? 

Ofm. Wait till your Eyes inform you. 

Card. Good Gods ! what mean'fl thou? 

0/m. 










The Moor's Revenge: 



83 



O/m. Sir, arm your Hand with this. 

[Gives Phil, n Sword, goes to undo Alonzo. 

Zar. Thou art half-damn'd for this ! 
IT1 to my Prince 

Phil. HI (lop you on your way— — lie there your 

Tongue [Kills Aim. 

Shall tell no Tales to day— Now Cardinal — but hold, 

I (com to ftrike thee whilft thou art unarm'd, 

Yet Co thou did [I to mc : 

For which I have not leifure now to kill thee. 

Here, take thy Liberty ; nay, do not thank me ; 

By Heaven, I do not mean it as a Grace. 

O/m. My Lord, take this — [To Alon. and the Card. 
And this — to arm your Highnefs. 

Alon. Thou doft amaze me ! 

O/m, Keep ia your Wonder with your Doubts, my 
Lord. 

Phil We cannot doubt, whilft we're thus fortify'd— 

[Looks on his Sword. 
Come 0/min, let us fall upon the Guards. 

O/m. There are no Guards, great Sir, but what are 

And fee — your Friends I've brought to ferve ye too. 

[Opens a back Door. 
Enter Leonora and Women, Ordonio, Sebaftian, 
Antonio, &V. 
Phil. My deareft Sifter fafe ! 
Leon. Whilft in your Prcfenee, Sir, and you thus arm'd. 

O/m. The Moor approaches now be ready alL 

Phil. That Name I never heard with Joy till now; 
Let him come on, and arm'd with all his Powers, 
Thus fingly I defy him. [Draws. 

Enter Abdelazer. 

[Qfmin fecttrcs the Doors. 
Add. Hah ! betray'd ! and by my Slaves ! by Ofmin too ! 
Phil. Now thou damn'd Villain! true-born Soul of Hell! 
Not one of thy infernal Kin ihall fave thee. 

Abd. Bafe Coward Prince ! 
Whom the admiring World miftakes for Brave; 
When all thy boafted Valour, fierce and hot 

As 




That I can hear thee ammbet sp thy Sens, 

And yet be calm, whfla dm an near Di ■motion 

>**rf. Tbo. tj% thtm canfl not keep tkj Tenser i 
For bad* thoo fo nwei Bfarerr oT Mind, 
ThowMft fight me fingij ; wkxh tbo> dart dm do. 

/>A#/. Not dare! 
By Hearts, if thou wert twenty VTHams mote. 
And I bad all thy Weight of Silts abort me. 



. I wiO cot, Sir, 

i'hil. I was indeed too rafb ; 'tis focb a Villain, 
As fli'ju'd receive his Death from nought but Slaves. 

A hit, Thou'ft Reafon, Prince ! nor can they wound my 
More than I've done thy Fame ; for my firft llep (Body 
To my Revenge, I whord the Queen thy Mother. 

I'hil. Death! tho this I knew before, yet the hard Word 

Rum harlhly thro my Heart ; 

If thou hadft murdered fifty Royal Ferdinands, 

And with inglorious Chains as many Years 

Had loaded all my Limbs, 't bad been more pardonable 

Than this eternal Stain upon thy Name : 

— Oh thou baft breath'd thy worft of Venom now. 

Abd, My next advance was poifoning of thy Father. 

I'kit. My Father poifon'd ! and by thee, thou Dog ! 
Oh that thou hadft a thoufand Lives to lofe, 
Or that the World depended on thy tingle one, 
That I might make a Victim 

Worthy to offer up to his wrongU Ghofl, 

Hut liny, there's fomelhing of thy Count of Sins untold, 
That I niiift know ; not that I doubt by Heaven, 
That I am Philip* Son 

Abd. Not for thy Lafe, but to declare my Malice, 
Know Prince, I made thy amorous Mother 



Proclaim 
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Proclaim thee Baftard, when I mifs'd of killing thee. 

Phil. Gods ! lei me contain my Rage I 

Abd. I made her too betray the credulous Cardinal, 
And having then no farther ufe of her, 
Satiated with her Lull, 
I fet Roderigo on to murder her. 
Thy Death had next fucceetied ; and thy Crown 
I wou'd have laid at Leonora's Feet. 

Alan. How ! durft you love the Princefs ? 

Abd. Fool, durft ! had I been born a Slave, 
I durfl with this fame Soul do any thing; 
Yes, and the iaft Senfe that will remain about me, 
Will be my l'aflion for the charming Maid, 
Whom I'd enjoy'd e'er now, but fur thy Treachery. 

[To Ofmin. 

Phil. Deflour'd my Sifter I Heaven punifh me eternally, 
If Ihou out-liv'ft the Minute thou 'ft declar'd it. 

Abd. I will, in fpite of all that thou canft do. 
— Stand off, fool-hardy Youth, if thou'dft be fafe, 
And do not draw thy certain Ruin on, 
Or think that e'er this Hand was ann'd in vain. 

Phil. Poor angry Slave, how I contemn thee now ! 

Abd. As humble Huntfmcn do the generous Lion ; 
Now thou darft fee me lalh my Sides, and roar, 
And bile my Snare in vain : who with one Look 

iHad I been free) hadft fhrunk into the Earth, 
r or fhelter from my Rage r 
And like that noble Bcaft, tho thus betrayM, 
I've yet an awful Fiercenefs in my Looks, 
Which makes thee fear t'approach ; and 'tis at diflance 
That thou dar'n kill me ; for come but in my reach, 
And with one Grafp I wou'd confound thy Hopes. 

Phil. I'll let thee fee how vain thy Boaftings are, 
And unaflifted, by one finglc Rage. 
Thus— make an eafy Paffage to thy Heart 
[Runs on him, all the refl do the like in the fame Minute. 
Abd. aims at the Prince, and kills Ofmin, 



and falls dead himfelf. 
' m'd, an 



—Die with thy Sins unpardon'd, and forgotten 

[Shouts within. 
Aim. 



86 Abdelazer. 

A/oh. Great Sir, your Throne and Kingdom want you 
Your People rude with Joy, do fill each Street, (now ; 

And long to fee their King— whom Heaven preferve. 

[Kneeti. 

All. Long live Philip, King of Spain 

Phil. I thank ye all ; — —and now my dear A/omo, 
Receive the Recompence of all thy Sufferings, 
Whilft I create thee Duke of SaJamancha, 

Alan, Thus low I take the Bounty from your Hands. 
[KhuIi. 

Leo. Rife, Sir, my Brother now has made us equal. 

Card. And (hall this joyful Day, that has reftord you 
To all the Glories of your Birth and Merits, 
That has reftor"d all Spain the greatefl TreaXure 
That ever happy Monarchy poffefs'd, 
Leave only me unhappy, when, Sir, my Crime 

Was only too much Faith ? Thus low I fall, 

And from that Store of Mercy Heaven has given you, 
Implore you wou'd difpenfe a little here. 

Phil. Rife, (tho with much ado) I will forgive you. 

Leon. Come, my dear Brother, to that glorious bufinefs, 
Our Birth and Fortunes call us let us hafte, 
For here methinks we are in danger ftilL 

Phil. So after Storms, the joyful Mariner 
Beholds the diflant wilh'd-for Shore afar. 
And longs to bring the rich-fraight Veffel in, 
Fearing to truft the faithlefs Seas again. 
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Spoken by little Mrs. Ariell. 

JIth late Suecefs being blefl, rm come again ; 

' You/k what Kittdxcfs can do. Gentlemen, 
Which -when once/hewn, our Sex cannot refrain. 
YetffitU of fuck a Cenfure P 11 proceed, 
And for our Poetefs will intercede : 
Before, a Poet's ■wheedling- Words prevail" d, 
Whofe melting Speech my tender Heart affaiCd, 
And I thcflatCrin% Scribter's Caufe mainlain'd \ 
So by my meam the Fop Applaufcs gairtd. 
'Twos wifely done to cliufe nf his Advocate, 
Sine* I have proved to be his better Fate ; 
For what I lik'd, I thought you coitd not hale. 
Refpetl for you, Gallants, made me comply, 
Tho I confefs he did my PaJ/ion try, 
And / am too good-natupd to deny. 
But now not Pity, but my Sex's Caufe, 
Whofe Beauty docs, like Monarcks, give you Lawt, 
Should nolo command, being join 'd-witk Wit, Applaufe. ! 
Yet flute our Beauty's Powers not abfolute, 
Sk/lt not the Privilege of your Sex difpute. 

But does by mefubrnit. Yet juice you've been 

For my fake kind, repent it once agen. 
Your Kindnefs, Gallants, I /hall foon repay, 
If you'll but favour my Defign to Day : 
Your laft Applaufes, tike rcfrefhing Shmoers, 
Made mefpring up and bud like early Floidrs ; 
Since then fm grown at leajl an Inch in height, 
And/hall e'er long be full-blown for Delight. 



Written by a Friend. 
THE 
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YOUNG KING 



The Miftake. 



PROLOGUE. 

1EA UTY, like Wit, can euly charm when new 
Is there no Merit then in being true t 
Wit rather Jhou 'dan Eflitnation hold 
With Winn, which isjlill beftfor being old. 
"Judgment in both, with imjl Expend and Thought, 
You from their native Soil, from Paris brought : 
The Drops that from thatfacred Sodom fall, 
You like induftrious Spiders fuck up all. 
Well might the French a Conguejl here defign. 



Were but their Swards as dangerous a. 
Their Education yet is ivorfe than both ; 
They make our virgins Nuns, unman our 



r Wine. 
Youth. 



PROLOGUE. 

We that don't know 'em, think 'em Monfters too ; 
And -will, betaufe we judge of them by you. 
You'll fay this once wasfo, but now you're grown 
So wife /'invent new Follies of your own : 
Their flavifk Imitations you tUfdain ; 
A PoxofFop that fiurchafe Fame with Pain 
You're no fuck Foois asfirjl to mount a. Wall, 
Or for your King and Country venture all. 

(Withfuch like grinning Honour 'twas perchance, 
Your dull Forefathers firfl did conquer France. 
Whiljl they havefent us, in Revenge for thefe, 
Their Women, Wiue, Religion, and Difcaft. 
Yet for Religion, it's not much wilt down, 
In this ungirt, unblefl, and mutinous Town, 
Nay, Idarefwear, not one of you infeven, 
E'er had the Impudence to hope for Heaven. 

Ik this you're modefl 

But as to Wit, irwfl aim before their time. 

And he that cannot fpdl.fets up for Rhyme : 

They're Sparks who are of Noifc and Nonfenfi full, 

At fifteen witty, and at twenty dull; 

That in the Pit can huff, and talk hard Words, 

And briskly drnvt Bamboo in/lead of Swords; 

But never yet Rencounter cou'd compare 






Fierce was the Hero, and too brave to yield. 

But flouteft Hearts muft bow ; and being well can'd, 

He erys, Hold, hold, you have the Victory gairid. 

All laughing call 

Turn out the Rafted, the eternal Blotkhead; 

Zounds, trys Tartarian, / am out of Pocket: 

Half Crown my Play, Sixpence my Orange cojt ; 
Equip me that, do you the Conquefl boajl. 
For which to be at eafe, a Catherine's made, 
And out they turn the Brother of the Blade. 
— This is the Fruit of Idltnefs and Eafe : ) 

Heaven blefs the King that keeps the Land in Peace, > 
Or he'll befweet/yferv'd byfuch as thefe. ) 

Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonie. 



DA CIA NS. 



QttetK of Datia. 

Or/arms, her Son, kept from his Infancy in a Caftle on a 
Lake, ignorant of his Quality, and of all the World 
befides ; never having feen any human thing fave only 
his old Tutor. 

Cleomena, his Sifter, bred up in War, and defign'd to 
reign inflead of Or/anus : the Oracle having foretold 
the bloody Cruelties fhould be committed during his 
fhort Reign, if ever fuffered to wear the Crown, 

Honorius, General of the Army, and Uncle to Or/ama 
and CIcoihcho. 

Olympia, his Daughter, young and beautiful. 

2rS*ar« d \ Tw ° mval Princes in love wilh CUomena. 

Pimante, a Fop Courtier. 

AraUs, a Courtier. 

Semeris, Woman to Cleomena. 

ValiaUio, a Colonel of the Army. 

Pages and Attendants. 

SCYTHIANS. 

King of Scythia. 

Tkerfander, his Son, under the Name of CUwtmUhU, 

when on the Dorian fide. 
AmtHtas, a young Nobleman, belov'd by Tkerfander, 

and Lover of Urania. 
Lyjander, Page to TherfaiuUr. 
Urania, in love with Amtntas. 
Lyces, a Shepherded. 



SCENE, the Court of Dacia, between the 
Annies juft before the Town. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A Grove near the Camp. 

Enter Pimante with Letters. 
ONE! Well, I have never the Luck, I 
thank my Stars, to meet with any of ihefe 
mighty Men of Valour. 

' Valenlio'. Noble Colonel. 
Enttr Valentio. 

Vol. PimartUl Why what the Devil brought thee to 
the Camp. 

Pirn. Aflairs, Affairs r 

VaL They muft be wondrous preffing that made thee 
venture; but the Fighting's paft, and all the Noife over ; 
every Man of Fame gone to receive what's due to his Me- 
rit ; and the whole Camp looks now like a City in a great 
Plague, no (lining— But what's thy Bulinefs here? 

Pirn. Why, I brought Letters from the Queen to that 
fame mighty Man of Prowefs what d'ye call him? 

Vol. The brave CUmaittkis. 

Pirn, The lame. But Colonel, is he indeed fo very 

terrible a thing as Fame gives out 1— But fhe was ever a 
notable Wag at Hiflory. 

VaL How dare thy Coward-thoughts venture upon any 
thing lb terrible as the remembrance of that Gallant Man f 
Is not his Name like Thunder to thy Ears ? Docs it not 
make thee fhrink into thy felf ? 

Pirn. Lord, Colonel, why fo hot ? 'Tis the curfedfl 
thing in the World to be thus continually us'd to fighting; 
why how uncivil it renders a Man ! I fpake by way of 
Queftion. 

Vol. Oh ! how toft and wanton I could grow in the 
Description I could make of him 
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He merits all in Peace as welt as War; 
Compos'd of Charms would take all Womankind, 
As thofe of s Valour overcome the Men. 

Pirn. Well fatd, i'faith, Colonel ; but if he be fo fine 
a Man, why did you not keep him here amongft you to 
do Execution on the Scythians f for I think e'er long 
you'll give 'em Battel. 

Vat. The General, whofe noble Life he fav'd, 
Us'd all his 1 ntereft with him, but in vain : 
He neither could oblige his (lay i'th' Camp, 
Nor get him to the Court. Oh! were his Quality 
But like his Actions great, he were a Man 
To merit CUomena, 

Whofe Worth and Beauty, as a thing Divine, 
I reverence. 

But 1 abhor the feeble Reign of Women ; 
It foretels the Downfal of the noblefl Trade, War. 
Give me a Man to lead me on to Dangers, 
Such as Ctemanthis is, or as Orfames might have been. 

Pirn. Colonel, 'tis Trcafon but to name Orfames, 
and much more to wifh he were as King. 

Vat. Not wifh he were! by all thofe Gods I will, 
Who did confpire againft him in their Oracles. 
Not wifh him King! yes, and may live to fee it 

Pirn. What fhoulcf we do with fuch a King? The 
Gods foretel he fhall be fierce and bloody, a Ravifher, 
a Tyrant o'er his People ; his Reign but fhort, and fo 
unfit for Reign. 

Vat. The Gods ! Ill not truft 'em for a Day's Pay 

let them but give one a tafte of his Reign, tho but an 
hour, and I'll be converted to them. 

Pirn. Befides, he is very ill bred for a King ; he knows 
nothing of the World, cannot drefs himfclf. nor fing, 
nor dance, or play on any Mufick ; ne'er faw a Woman, 
nor knows how to make ufe of one if he had her. 
There's an old fully Philofopher that inftructs him ; but 
'tis in nothing ever that fhall make a fine Gentleman of 
him : He teaches him a deal of Awe and Reverence to 

the Gods ; and tells him that his natural Reafon's Sin 

But, Colonel, between you and I, hell no more of that 
Philo- 
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Of hill 

Val. Thou tell" ft me heavenly News ; a King, a King 
again ! Oh for a mutinous Rabble, that would break the 
Prifon-Walls, and fel Or/amts free, both from his Fet- 
ters and his Ignorance. 

Pirn. There is a Difcourfc at Court, that the Queen 
defigns to bring him out, and try how he would behave 
himfelf: But I'm none of that Counfel, flic's like to 
make a fine Court on't ; we have enough in the Virago 
her Daughter, who, if it were not for Tier Beauty, one 
would fwear were no Woman, fhe's fo given to Noife 
and Fighting. 

Val. I never faw her fince lhe was a Child, and then 
fhc naturally hated ScytMa. 

Pirn. Nay, fhe's in that mind (1111 ; and the fuperfti- 
tious Queen, who .thinks that Crown belongs to Cleo- 

VaJ. Yes, that was the Promife of the Oracle too. 

Pirn. Breeds her more like a General than a Woman. 
Ah how fhe loves fine Arms ! a Bow, a Quiver ! and tho 
lhe be no natural Amazon, fhe's capable of all their mar- 
tial Fopperies But hark, what Noife is that I 

\Song •within. 

Val, Tts what we do not ufe to hear Stand by. 




SO N C. 

('■) 
"T\ A M O N , / cannot blame your Will, 
I / 'Twos Chance, and not Defign, did kill % 
For whilfl you did prepare your Arms 
On puriofe Celia tofubdue, 
I met tne Arrows as they flew, 
And Ja^fd her from their Harms. 

Alas, flu could not rna&e returns. 
Who for a Swain already burns. 
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A Shepherd, who does her carefs 
With all the foftejl Marks of Love \ 
And'tis in vain thou feck '/I to move 
The cruel Shepherdefs. 

Content thee with this VUlory, 
I'm Young and Beautiful as jhe ; 
I'll make thee Garlands all the Day, 
And in the Shades we' Ufa andftng { 
III crown thee with the Pride o'th' Spring, 
When thou art Lard dth Hay. . 

Enter Urania drefs'dgay, Lyces a Shepherdefs. 

Ly. Still as I fing you figh. 

(/ran. I cannot hear thy Voice, and the returns 
The Echoes of thefe fhady Groves repeal, 
But J mull find fomc Softnefs at my Heart. 

-Wou'd I had never known another Dwelling, 

But this too happy one where thou wert bom ! [Sighs. 

Ly. You figh again: fuch things become none but un- 
happy Maids that are forfakcn ; your Beauty is too great 
to iuffer that. 

lira. No Beauty's proof againfl falfe perjurM Man. 

Ly. Is't poffible you can have loft you Love ? 

(Ira. Yes, pretty Maid, canft tell me any tidings of him I 

Ly. I cannot tell, by what marks do you know him t 

lira. Why by thefe — a tempting Face and Shape, 
A Tongue bewitching foft, and Breath as fwect, 
As is the welcome Breeze that docs rcftore 
Life to a Man half kill'd with heat before : 
But has a Heart as falfe as Seas in Calms, 
Smiles liril to tempt, then ruins with its Storms. 

Ly. Oh fair Urania .' there are many more 
So like your Love, if fuch a one he be : 
That you wou'd take each Shepherd to be he : 
*Tis grown the faihion now to be forfwom ; 
Oaths are like Garlands made of fineft Flowers, 
Wither as foon as finifh'd ; 
They change their Loves as often as their Scrips, 
And lay their Miilreffes afide like Ribbons, 
Which they themfevcs nave fullied. 
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Pirn. Gad ill venture in 

Val. Fair Women, and To near the Camp ! 
What are ye, and from whence I 

Pirn. Hal 'tis no matter for that ; ask no Queflions, 
aut fall to. [Gots to Lyces. 

Ura. I'm not afham'd to tell the one or t'other ; 
[ am a Maid, and one of genteel Birth, 
A Scythian born, an Enemy to thee. 
Not as thou art a Man, hut Friend to Dacia. 

Val. What Sin have I committed, that fo fair a Crea- 
ture mould become my Enemy? but finec you arc fo, 
you mull be my Prifoner, unlefs your Eyes prevent me, 
and make me yours. 

Fim. Mow, take a Woman Prifoner ! I hope you are 
a finer Gentleman than fo. 

Vol. But Madam, do not fear, for I will ufe you 
\j well as fuch a Man as I can do. 

Ura. Tho thou be'It rough, thou had a noble look, 
And I believe my Treatment will be gentle. 

Val. Fair Maid, this Confidence is brave in thec ; 
And tho 1 am not us'd to make returns, 
Unlefs in Thunder on my Enemies, 
Yet name the way, and 1 will ftrive to ferve you. 

Urn. Then, Sir, 1 beg that you would fet me free, 
Nor yet retain me here a Prifoner ; {Lake, 

But as thou'rt brave, conduct me to the CaiUc on the 
Where young Amintas lies, the Spoil of War. 

Val. Amintas, Madam, is a gallant Youth, 
And merits more from Fortune than his Chains ; 
But I could wifh {fince 1 have vow'd to fcrve you) 
You would command me fomething 
Worthy your Beauty, and of that Refolution. 

Ura. There is no other way to do me fcrvice. 

VaL Then moll willingly 1 will obey you. 

lira. But, Sir, I beg this Virgin may depart, 
Being a Dorian, and a neighbouring Villager. . 

Val. All your Commands (hall flriftly be obey'd. 

Pirn. Pox on her, (he's coy, and let her go. Well 
Colonel, I doubt you'll be for the Queen by and by, 

Ura. 
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Ura. Here — take this Jewel as a part of payment. 
For all thy goodnefs to an unknown Maid ['/</ Lyccs. 
And if by chance I ever fee thee more, 
Believe me, Lyces, I will quit the fcore. 

[Ex. Lyces weeping. 
[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. A Grove of Trees. 

Within the Scene lies Thefander fleeping, his Cap and 
Feather at a difiance from htm. 

Enter Cleomena drcjl like an Amazon, with a Bow 
in Iter Hand, and a Quiver of Arrows at her 
Back, with Semiris attired like her. 
Cleo. I'm almoft lir'd with holding out the Chafe. 
Sent. That's flrange I methought your Highnefs fol- 
lowed not 
So fafl to Day as I have feen you heretofore. 

Cleo. I do notufe to leave the Game unvanquifh'd, 
Yet now by what flrange inclination led 

The Sport growing dull, 1 wifh to meet a place 
Far from the noife and bufinefs of the Day : 
Haft thou tyM fafl my Horfes ? 

H,- »t. Madam, I have. 

Cleo. What place is this, SemirisT 

Sent, I know not, Madam, but 'tis wondrous pleafant 

Cleo. How much more charming are the Works of 

Than the Productions of laborious Art ! 

Securely here the wearied Shepherd ileeps, 

Guiltlefs of any fear, but the difdain 

His cruel Fair procures him. 

How many Tales the Echoes of thefe Woods 

Cou'd tell of Lovers, if they would betray, 

That ileal delightful hours beneath theirShades ! 

Sent. You'd rather hear 'em echo back the found 
Of Horns and Dogs, or the fierce noife of War. 

Cleo. 
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CUo. You charge mc with the faults of Education, 
That cozening Form that veils the Face of Nature, 
But does not fee what's hid within, Semiris ; 
I have a Heart all foft as thine, all Woman, 
Apt to melt down at every tender Object 
—Oh Semirii/ there's a flrangc change within me. 

Sem. How, Madam ! 

Cle#. I would thou kncw'ft it ; 
Till now I duril do any thing— hut fear, 
Yet now I tremble with the thoughts of telling thee 
What none but thou muft know — I am in love. 

Sem. Why do you blufh, my Princcfs i 'tis no Tin ; 
But, Madam, who's the happy glorious Object ? 

CUo. Why, canfl thou not guefs then ? 

Sem. How is it poffiblc I Ihould ? 

CUo. Oh Gods ! not guefs the Man ! 
Or, rather think fomeGod ! Dull ftupid Maid, 
Haft thou not heard of fomething more than mortal ! 
Twixt Human and Divine ! our Country's Genius, 
Our young God of War \ not heard of him ! 

Sem. Tis not Prince Artabmes, or IJmenesl 

CUo. Away, thou anger 1 !! me. 

Sem. Pardon me. Madam, 
It can be none at Court, if none of thefe ; 
And ail befidesare much below that Glory. 

CUo. What call'fl thou much below, midaken thing I 
Can a gay Name give Virtue, Wit, or Beauty f 
Can it gain Conqueft, or in Fields or Courts? 
No, nor defend its own fantaflick Owner. 
Come guefs again. 

Sem, I can guefs no further than a Man, and that I'm 

CUo. I know not 

For yet I never faw him, but in's Character, 
Unlefs fometimes in Dreams. 

Sem. Is't not enough he conquers where he comes, 
But that his Fame prevents his Sword and Eyes ? 
Perhaps bis Perfon may not be agreeable ; 
The beft in Camps are not the bell in Courts. 



Vol. II. 
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Cleo. So brave a Mind muft have as brave an Outfi 
My Uncle's Letters from the Camp contain 
Nothing but Wonders of his Worth and Valour, 
And 'tis impofliblc but fuch a Man 
Muft merit Love as well as Admiration. 

Sent. Does he not come to Court? 

Cleo. The Queen has made him many Invitations 
But he for fome unknown and cruel Caufe, 
Humbly implores her Pardon for refuting : 
Nor can the General learn his Quality ; 
But like his Deeds, believes it muft be great. 

Sem. Tis mod likely ; but I (hould never fall 
with Fame alone. 

Cleo. I hope it is not Love but ftrange Curiofity 

To fee this brave Unknown and yet I fear 

I've hid this new Impatience of my Soul, 
Even from thee, till it grew too importunate ; 
And (Uove by all my lov*d Divertifemcnts, 
To chafe it from my Bofom, but in vain : 
'Tis too great for little Sports to conquer ; 
The Mutick of the Dogs difpleas'd to day, 
And I was willing to retire with thee, 
To let thee know my Story : 
And this lone Shade, as if defign'd for Love, 
Is fitted to be confeious of my Crime. 
—Therefore go feek a Bank where we may fit ; 
And I will Ugh whilft thou fhalt pity me. 

{Stands with her Arms aero/s. 

Stm. Sec, Madam, what I've found. 

ind well adorn 'd^ 



s Owner lies 






— Ha ! he fleeps, tread foflly led you wake him : 
— Oh Gods ! who's this with fo divine a Shape? 
Sent. His Shape is very welL 
Cleo. Gently remove the Hair from off his Face. 

[Sem. puts back his Hair. 
And fee if that will anfwer lo the red : 
—All lovely ! all furpriring ! Oh my Heart, 

How 
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How thou betray 1 !! the weaknefs of our Sex ! 

Look on that Face, where Love and Beauty dwells— 

And tbo his Eyes be ihut, tell me, Saniris, 
Has he not wondrous Charms f 

Sem. Yes, Madam, and I wou'd excufe you, if you 
fhou'd now fall in Love, here's Subflance ; but that fame 
Paflion for Fame alone, 1 do not like. 

Clto. Ah, do not call my Blufhes to my Face, 
But pardon all my weaknefs : 
May not my Eyes have leave to gaze a while ? 
Since after this there's not another Object 

Can merit their Attention 

— But I'll no longer view that plcafing Form 

[Tarns fro in him. 

— And yet I've loft all power of removing 

[Turns and gas Ml 
Even now I was in love with mere Report, 
With Words, with empty Noife; 
And now that Flame, like to the Breath that blew it, 
Is vatiiih'd into Air, and in its room 
An Object quite unknown, unfam'd, unheard of, 
Informs my Soul ; how cafily 'tis conquered ! 
How angry am I with my Deftiny ! 
Till now, with much difdain 1 have beheld 
The reft of all his Sex ; and fhail I here 
Refign a Heart to one I muft not love 1 
Mud this be he muft kill the King of Scythiat 
For I muft lay no claim to any other : 
Grant, Oh ye Gods, who play with Mortals thus, 
That him for whom ye have delign'd your Slave, 
" y look likethis Unknown, 

d Til be ever grateful for the Bounty. 

But thefe are vain imaginary Joys. 

[Therfander iaakes t rtfes, and gases. 

Tier. Am I awake, or do my Dreams prefent me 
Ideas much more bright and conquering, 
Than e'er approach'd my waking Senfe by far 1 

Sure 'tis Diana, the Goddefs of thefe Woods, 

That Beauty and that Lrefs confirm me 'tis. [Kneels. 

Great Goddefs, pardon an unlucky Stranger, 

E 2 The 
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The Errors he commits 'gainft your Divinity, 
Who, had he known this Grove had facred been, 
He wou'd not have pro&n'd it by his Prefence. 

CUo. Rife, Sir, I am no Deity; 
Or if I were, I cou'd not be offended [Ri/a. 

To meet fo brave a Man Gods, how he looks ! 

Ther. Can you be mortal ! 
What happy Land contains you ? or what Men 
Are worthy to adore you ? 

CUo. I find you are a Stranger to this place, 
You elfe had known me to be Cltomena. 

Thcr. The Princels CUomcmiJ my mortal Enemy ! 

(Afidt. 

CUo. You feem difpleasM at the knowledge of my 

But give me leave to tell you, yours on me 
Woud have another Senfe. 

Tier. The knowledge of your Name has not difplcas'd 
me ; [K/teets. 

But, Madam, I had fooner look you for 
The Sovereign of the World than that of Dacia ; 
Nor ought you to expect lefs Adoration 
From all that World, than thofe who're bom your Slaves. 
— And amongft thofe devout ones number him, 
Whom happy Fate conducted to your Feet, 
And who'll cftcem himfelf more fortunate, 
If by that little fervice he had rendred you, 
Clemanthii Name have ever reach'd your Ear. 

CUo. CUmanthii ! what cou'd the Gods do more, 

[Afib. 
Tomakemeeverblef5'd !— Rife noble Youth— 

[Rai/es him. 
Cou'dft thou falute me Miflrefs of the World, 
Or bring me news of Conoueft over Scythia, 
It would not reach fo kindly to my Soul, 
As that admir'd illullrious Name of thine. 
This Crown's in debt to your all-conquering Sword; 
And I'm the mofl oblig'd to make Returns, 
Which if you knew me, fure you wou'd not doubt, 
If fo thofe Favours you've already done us. 

You 11 
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Enter Vallcntio, Urania, Pimante ; Vail, kneels, and 
delivers Urania to the Princefi. 

CUo. What new Encounter's this ? 

Vat. I need not afk where I fhatl pay my Duty r 
My Wonder will direct me to your Feet. 

CUo. Who knows the Man that makes me fuch a 
Prefent? 

Hon. Madam, he is an Officer of mine, 
A worthy gallant Fellow ; 
But that hardly knows what Cities are, 
But as hc'as view"d 'em thro their batter'd Walls, 
And after join'd 'em to your Territories. 

Cleo. Rife high in her Efteem that loves a Soldier. 

[He rift,. 

Vol. I need fay nothing for my Prifoner. Madam, 
Whofc Looks will recommend her : only this, 
It was againfl. my Will I made her fo, 
Who ne'er refus'd till then to take your Enemies. 

Ther. It is Urania, fhc'li know me, and betray me. 

Cleo. Say, lovely Maid, whom, and from whence 
thou art f 

Ura. A Scythian, Madam, and till now your Foe. 

Pint. Ay, Madam, we took her, we took her. 

Cleo. So fair an one mull merit my Efleem : 
I hope there are not many fuch fine Creatures 
Brought into the Camp againft us ; if there be, 
The Scythians cannot doubt of Victory. 
Thy Name and Bufmefs here! 

Ura. Urania, Madam 

My Story were too tedious for your Ear, 
Nor were it fit I (hould relate it here. 
— But 'tis not as an Enemy 1 come, 
Tis rather, Madam, to receive my Doom ; 
Nor am I by the chance of War bctray'd, 
But 'tis a willing Captive I am made : 
Your Pity, not your Anger I mail move, 
When I confefs my Fault is only Love, 
Love to a Youth, who never knew till now, 
How to fubmit, nor cou'd to ought but you. 
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— His Liberty for Ranfom you deny ; 

I dare not fay that ihis is Cruelty, 

Since yet you may be pleas 'd to give me leave 

To die with him, with whom I nuift not live. 

Tlur. Excellent Maid ! what Generofity her Love has 
taught her ! \Afide. 

Clto. That you efteem me cruel, is unkinc!, 
But Faults of Lovers muft Forgivenefs find : 
Amintaf Chains had far more eafy been, 
Had he been lefs a Favorite to his King. 
— But you, Urania, may perhaps redeem 
That Captive which I would not render them. 

Ura. Madam, this Bounty wou'd exceed Belief, 
But you too generous are to mock my Grief: 
And when you (hall m' unhappy Story learn, 
Twill juftify my Tears, and your Concern. 

CUo, I need no Arguments for what I do, 
But that I will, and then it muft be fo. 

Ura. The Prince oi Scythia in the Camp of Dacta! 
If I could be miftaken in that form, 
I'd hate my Eyes for thus deluding me : 
But Heaven made nothing but Amiiitiu like him. \Afide. 

Clea. Come, let's to Court, by this the Queen expects 

— You my fair Prifoner muft along with me : 

{Takes her Hand. 
— Thy Hand, Clcmantkis, too — Now tell me. Uncle, 

[Tiiies Aim with the other Hand. 
—What Scythian that beholds me thus attended, 
Would not repine at my Felicity, 
Having fo brave a Friend, fo fair an Enemy ? [Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
A Caftle or Prifon on tlie Sea. 



After a Utile playing on the Lute, enter Orfames t 
his Arms clo/e, looking melancholy, folloii/d by 
with a Lute in his I hind. 

Or/- T Do not like this Mufick ; 

1 it plea/os me at firil, 
liut every Touch thou giv'ft that is foft and low 
Makes fuch Impreflions here, 
As puules me beyond Philofophy 
To find the meaning of ; 
Begets ftrange Notions of I know not what, 
And leaves a new and unknown thought behind it, 
That does diilurb my Quietnefs within. 

Ger. You were not wont to think fo. 

Or/. 'Tis true 

Hut hnce with time grown ripe and vigorous 
I will be active, iho but ill employM 

Geron, thou'ft often told ine, 

That this fame admirable Frame of Nature, 
This Order and this Harmony of things, 
Was worthy admiration. 

And yet thou fayTt all Men are like to us, 

Poor, infignificant Philofophers. 

I to my felf could an Idea frame 

Of Man, in much more excellence. 

Had I been Nature, 1 had varied ftill, 

And made fuch different Characters of Men, 

They mould have bow'd and made a God of me, 

Ador'd, and thank'd me for their great Creation. 

Now, tell me, who's indebted to her Bounties, 

Whofc necdlcfs Blcilings we defpife, not praife 1 

Ger. Why, what wou'd you have done, had you \ 
Nature) 
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Or/. Some Men I wou'd have made with mighty Souls, 
With Thoughts unlimited by Heaven or Man ; 
I wou'd have made 'em — as thou paint'ft the Gods. 

Ger. What to have done ? 

Or/ To have had Dominion o'er the letter World, 
A fort of Men with low fubmiffive Souls, 
That barely ftiou'd content themfelves with life, 
And ihould have had the Infirmities of Men, 
As Fear, and Awe, as thou haft of the Gods ; 
And thofe I wou'd have made as numberlefs 
As Curls upon the Face of yonder Sea, 
Of which each Blaft drives Millions to the Shore, 
Which vanilhing, make room for Millions more. 

Ger. But what if thefe, fo numerous, Iho fo humble, 
Refufe Obedience to the mighty few? 

Or/. 1 would deftroy them, and create anew. 

Haft not obfeiVd the Sea, 

Where every Wave thai haftens to the Bank, 

Tho in its angry Courfe it overtake a thoufand petty ones, 

How unconcem'd 'twill triumph o'er their Ruin, 

And make an eafy Paftage to the Shore? 

Ger. Which in its proud career 'twill roughly kifs, 
And then 'twill break to nothing. 

Or/. Why, thou and I, tho tame and peaceable, 
Are mortal, and muft unregarded falL 
—Oh that thought ! that damn'd reliftlefs thought ! 
Methinks it haftens Fate before its time, 
And makes mc wifh for what 1 fain wou'd fhun. 

Ger. Appeafe your felf with thoughts of future Blifs. 

Or/. Future Blifs ! the Dreams of lazy Fools ; 
Why did my Soul take Habitation here. 
Here in this dull unaciive piece of Earth ! 
Why did it not take Wing in its Creation, 
And foar above the haled Bounds of this ? 
What does it tingling here I 

Ger. To make it felf fit for that glorious End 

Twas firfl defign'd for, 

By patient fuffering here. 

Or/. But Geron, dill to live ! flill thus to live 
In expectation of that future Blifs, 

E 5 (Tho 
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(Tho 1 bdipv'd it) is a fort of Virtue 

I find the Gods have not infpir'd me with. 

Ger. Philofophy will teach you. Sir, 

Orf. Not to be wife, or happy 

I'll hear no more of your Philofophy. 

— Leave me — for I of late defire to be without thee. 

Ger. This Difobedience, Sir, offends the Gods— 

Orf. Let 'em do their worft, 
For I am weary of the Life they gave. 

Ger. He grows too wife to be impos'd upon, 
And I unable to withiland his Reafons— [Ger. goes out. 
[Orf Iks on the Ground. 
Enter Urania, and Keeper. 

Keep. This Ring is fufficicnt Warrant, and your Path 
on the right Hand will lead you to the Lord Amintas — 

but have a care you advance no further that way. 

[Exit Keeper. 

Ura. What ftrange Diforder does poffefs my Soul ! 
And how my Blood runs ihivcring thro my Veins, 
As if, alas, 't had need of all its Aid, 
At this encounter with my dear Amintas. 

Orf. Ha I what Noife is that ? [He rouses. 

Ura. I heard a Voice that way or elfe it was the 

This gloomy Place poffcfTcs all that enter it ; 

Stay, I was forbad that Walk. (ken, 

— Heavens ! I have forgot which 'twas I (hould have ta- 
111 call my Love to guide me — Amintas, Amintas 

Orf. What Voice is that? 

Mcthouglit it had more fwectnefs in't than Gerox's 

[Rifes, gates, then runs fiercely to her. 
Ha what charming thing art thou '( 

Ura. Tis not Amintas Mt I fhoutd not fear, 

He looks above the common rate of Men. 

Sir, can you direct my way 

To find a Prifoner out they call Amintas ! 

Or/, Oh Gods ! it fpeaks, and fmiles, and afls 

like me ; 
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All Gfroi's Lutes, pray blcfs my Ears again. 

lira. Sir, as you re Noble, as you are a Gentleman, 
Inftruft mc where to find my Lord Annates. 

Or/. Bright Creature ! furc thou wert bom i'th' upper 
World, 
Thy Language is not what we praclifc here ; 
Speak on, thou Harmony to every Senfc, 
Kavifh my Ear as well as Sight and Touch. 

Ura. Surely he's mad — nay. Sir, you mufl not touch 

Or/ Perhaps thou art fome God defcended hither, 

[Retires and botas. 
And cam'ft to punifn, not to blcfs thy Creatures ; 
Indruit mc how to adore you (a. 
As to retain you here my Houfhold God, 
And I and Geron dill will kneel and ptay to you. 

Urn. Alas, I am a Woman. 

Or/. A Woman ! what's that ? 
Something more powerful than a Deity ; 
For furc that Word awes me no lefs than t'other. 

Ura. What can he mean?— oh, I (hall die with fear— 
[AJA. 
Sir, I mud leave you. 

Or/. Leave me ! oh no, not for my future Being 1 
You needs mufl live with mc, and 1 will love you ; 
I've many things that will invite you to't, 
I have a Garden compafs'd round with Sea, 
Which every day (hall fend freih Beauties forth, 
To make the Wreaths to crown thy fofter Temples. 



it the heat o'th' dav ■ — 

What things arc thefe, that rife and faU fo often, 

( Touches her Breajis. 
Like Waves, blown gently up by f welling Winds 1 
Sure thou had other Wonders yet unfecn. 
Which thefe gay things malicioufly do hide. 

Ura. Alas, I am undone, what fhall I do ? 

Orf. 
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Or/. Nature, thy Conduct's wife ! nor could thy Fa- 
Be giv*n to one more apprehenfive of 'em ! 

-Say, lovely Woman ! for I am all on fire, 

Impatient of delay, 

Can you in ft rue"! me what I am to do ? [Sigfu. 

Undrefs, and let me lead thee to my Bed. 
Ura. Alas, Sir, what to do ? defend me Heaven ! 

[AftJe. 

Or/ Why, I will hold thee thus, between my 

Arms, 

Ill fee thee deep, and wonder at thy Form, 

Then wake thee to be gazing on thy Eyes, 

And fomething more— but yet I know not what 

Ura. His whole Difcourfc amazes me, 
And has more Ignorance than Madnefs in't : 

But how mall I get free? 

Or/ Thou grow"!! impatient too, come, let ns in — 

[Gets to take her in, /he/trives to get/ree, 
he/lrttggles with her. 
Ura. Hold off, you are too rude. 
Or/ This is the prettied play I e'er was at, 

But I fhall gain the better. 

[ Takes her in his Arms to carry her off. 
Ura. Help, help! 

Enter Amintas in Fetters. 
Amin. A Woman's Voice ! — Villain, unhand the Lady. 
Or/. Ha ! what new thing art thou ? 
Amin. One fent from Heaven to punilh Ravifhers. — 

[Snatches Ura. while Orf. is gazing on htm. 
Or/ Thou'ft call'd up an unwonlcd Paflion in me, 
And thefe be the effefts ont 

[Orf. /tribes him ; tkey flruggte and/alt. 
Enter Geron. 
Ger. Hah ! what's the matter here ? a Woman too ! 
We are undone— Madam, I pray retire — 

[Ura. goes into Amintas'r Apartments. 
For here's no fafety for your Sex. 
Ura. I gladly take your CounfcL 
Or/ What art thou ? 
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Amin. That which I feem to be. 

Or/. Then thou'rt a God ; for till I faw a Woman, 
I never few a thing fo fine as thou? 
And 'tis but juft thou fhouldfl bo more than Mortal, 
That durft command that Creature from my Anns. 

Amin. It is the King 1 know it by his Innocence, 

And Ignorance \AfttU, 

— Rife, I befeech you, Sir, and pardon me. 

Or/. So I could live a Year wilh looking on thee; 
—But Where's the Creature call'd it felf a Woman ? 

Ger. What Woman, Sir ? 

Or/. Ha! Geron, where's the Woman? 

Ger. What do you mean, Sir? 

Or/. The Heavenly Woman, that was here but now. 

Ger. I faw none fuch, nor know I what you mean. 

Or/. Not what I mean ? thou could'fl not be fo dull : 
What is't that I have drove for all this while? 

Amiit. I'll leave him too, my Prefence may be hurtful. 
And follow the Lady that's fled to my Apartment. 

[Ex. Amin. 

Or/. Go fetch the Woman, or by Heaven I'll fling thee 
into the Sea. 

Ger. I muft delude him, \Afide. 

Or/. Fly, why ftay'il thou dully here? go bring the 
Woman. 

Ger. Sure you are frantick. 

Or/ I am fo, and thou lhalt feel the effect on't, 
Unlefs ihou render back that lovely Creature. 

Ger. Oh ! this is perfect Madnefs, Sir, you're loll ; 
Call back your noble Temper, and be calm. 

Or/. No, there's a furious Temped in my Soul, 
Which nothing can allay but that fine thing. 

Ger. Hear Reafon yet— no human Being can get en- 
trance here ; 
Look round this CaJUe, and no other Object 
Wdl meet your Eyes, but a watry Wildernefs, 
And dillant and unhabitable Lands. 
— What airy Vifion has polTcfs'd your Fancy? 
For fuch the Gods fometimes afflict Men with. 

Orf. 
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Or/ Ha ! an airy Vifion !— Oh but it cannot be ; 
By all that's good, twas real Flefh and Blood. 

Ger. And are you furc you are awake I 

Or/ As thou art now. 

Ger. Then 'twas an Apparition. 

Or/ Away thou'ft often told me of fiich Fooler 

And I as often did reprove thee fort. 

Ger. From whence, or how (hould any living thing get 
hither ? 

Or/ It dropt, perhaps, from Heaven, or how, I k 

But here it was, a folid living thing ; 

You might have heard how long we talk'd together 

Ger. I heard you talk, which brought me to this plai 
And found you ftruggling on the ground alone ; 
But what you meant I know not. 

Or/ "Tis fo — I grant you (hat it was a Vifion 

— How ftrong is Fancy ! yet it is impofilble— 

Have I not yet the Miifick of its Words 1 
Like anfwering Echoes kfs'ning by degrees, 
Inviting all the yielding Senfc to follow. 

Have not my Lips (that fatally took in 

Undreft from evry touch of that fair Hand) 
The fweet remains of warmth receivM from thence, 
Befides the unerring Witnefs of my Eyes ? 
And can all thefe deceive i tell me, can they ? 

Ger. Moll certainly they have. 

Or/ Then let the Gods take back what they fo v 
gave. 

Ger. Ceafe to offend, and they will ceafe to punifh. 

Or/ But why a Woman ? cou'd they fecure my Faith 
By nothing more afflicting ? 

Ger. Shapes Divine are moft perplexing. 
To Souls, like yours, whom Terrors cannot fright, 
It leaves defires of what it cannot gain, 

And dill to wifh for that 

Is much the greater! torment of the Mind. 

Or/ Well (aid but Geron. thou'ft undone thy Aim, 

And us"d the only Argument cou'd invite me 
T offend again, that thus I might be punilh'd : 

The 




or, The MiJIake. 



The Cods themfelves invite ir 
Not feeing a Woman, I had n 



SCENE II. 

Enter Amintas in Fetters with Urania. 

Amin. My gallant Maid ! this Generality, 
Above thy Sex, and much above my Merit, 
1 never can repay : my dear Urania, 
Thou didit outdo thy Hex before in Beauty, 
In all the Charms that make 'em fo ador'd : 
But this laft Aft, this noble Mark of Love, 
Begets a reverend Wonder in my Soul, 
And I behold thee as fomc (tared thing, 

That — this way mould be worfhip'd 

[fCneeh, and kijfes her Hand. 

Ura. I'm glad you have fo kind a Senfc of that 
Which ev'ry Maid that lov"d like me would do j 

What cou-'d you lets expert ? Ah, my Aminlas, 

That fatal Night before our Wedding-day, 
Being alarm'd by the Enemy, 
And you were fent to try your Force with theirs, 
My Heart foretold your Fate ; and that fame Night, 
Whofe darknefs veil'd my Bluihcs all alone, 
Drcft like a Youth 1 hailed from the Court, 
And being well mounted, foon o'ertook the Army, 
When all unknown, I got fo near your Perfon, 
That in the Fight I had the Glory twice 
To ferve you, when your Horfes being kill'd, 
1 flill presented you with frefh, whofe Riders 
Thy Valour had difmounted. 

Amin. Oh Gods ! wert thou that Boy, 
Whom oft 1 faid, I thought was fent from Heaven, 
And beg'd t' encounter when the Fight was ended ? 

Ura. The fame, 'twas all you'd time to fay ; for af- 
ter that, 
Venturing too far, they took you Prifoncr. 

Antm. Oh with what Shame 1 look upon your Bounty, 
Which all my Life's too little to acknowledge ; 

What 
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What follow'd then, my dcarell fair Urania t 
Ura. I gladly wnu'd have been a Prifoner too, 

But I appear'd a pour dejected Boy, 

That was not worth their Fetters. 

— Then I refolv'd upon this lafl. Adventure, 

To make my Application to the Princefs, 

Knowing her noble Nature, 

To try (fince mighty Ranfoms were refus'd) 

What Staple Love would do ; and in my way 

I lighted on a Druid, who in's Youth 

Had liv*d in Courts, but now rctir'd to Shades, 

And is a little Monarch o'er his Flocks ; 

To him I told my Story, who encouragM me in n 
folvM defign, 

And I fo luckily have made an Intereft 

In Cicomends Heart, 

Thefe Chains Ihe'as given me Freedom to difmifs, 

And you mull only wear Love's Fetters now : 

[She taken off kit Cha 

Come, hade, Amintas, from this horrid Place, 

And be thy fclf again, appear in Arms. 

The Scythians are eneampt within thy View, 

And e'er three Births of Day the Annies meet ; 

Th' Event of which, I at the Druia's Cell 

Will wait ; fending continual Vows to Heaven 

For thy dear Safety : there when the Fight is done, 

I wifh lo meet thee I 

— But now your Country and your King expert you, 

And I love Glory equal to Amintas. 

Arnin. But yet the generous Bounty of the Princefs 

Obliges here, no lefs than Duty there ; 

I know not how the Gods of War to move 

To grant me Vitflor, or the vanquilh'd prove ; 

My Heart to cither is not well inclin'd, 

Since vanquiih'd I am loft, conquering unkind. 

[Ext 
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SCENE III. A Grove. 

Eater Therfander, Lyfander. 

Therf. Urge it no more, Lyfander, 'tis in vain, 
My Liberty pall all retrieve is loA ; 
But they're fuch glorious Fetters that confine me, 
I wou'd not quit them to preferve that Life 
Thou juftly fa/fl I hazard by my Love. 

Lyf The Scythian Gods defend it ! 

Tier. The Gods infpire it, 'tis their Work alone ; 

-I know fhe is my Enemy, hates Therfander, 

Has fent for all the neighbouring Kings for aid, 

That hither Artabafes and //merits 

Have brought their Powers f afliM againfl my Crown. 

liut what of this ? She loves me as Clemanthis, 

Which will furmount her Hatred to the Scythians. 

Oh, my Lyfamier ! didft thou know her Charms, 

Thou'dft alfo know 'tis not a mortal Force 

That can fecure the Heart : She's all divine J 

Ail Beauty. Wit, and Softncfs ! and fhe loves ! 

Already 1 have found the grateful Secret ; 

She fcorns the little Cnftoms of her Sex, 

And her belief of being fo much above me, 

Permits her to encourage my Defign ; 

She gives a Boldnefs to my balhful Flame, 

And entertains me with much Liberty. 

Lyf. Were all this true, you're equally unhappy ; 
She mud be only his that conquers you, 
That wins your Crown, and lays it at her Feet 

Therf. Love ne'er confiders the Event of things, 
The Path before me's fair, and I'll purfue it ; 
Fearing no other Forces than her Eyes, 
Bright as the Planets under which they're born. 

Lyf. And will you let her know you are in love ? 

Therf. If all my Sighs, if Eyes Hill fix'd on hers 
With Languilhment and Paffion, will inform her, 
111 let her know mv Flame, or perifh in th' Attempt. 

Lyf. Dare you declare it as you now appear ? 
And can you hope, that under the Degree 
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Of what indeed you are, (he will permit it I 
And your Difcovery is your certain ruin. 

Therf. Thy Counfi'l, dear Lyfander, comes too late, 
She's in the Grove, where now I mufl attend her, 
And fee where Ihe approache s 

Enter Cleomena, Semiris. 

CUo. The Stranger, fay you, grown of late (a penfive I 
— I mull enquire the Caufe— what if it ihou'd be Love ? 
And that too not for me ! hah ray Semiris .' 
That Thought has given me Pains I never felt ; 
—Gods ! why comes he not ? I grow impatient now, 
—Say, didft thou bid him wait me in the Grove ? 

Sem. Madam, I fpoke to him my felf 

CUo. And told him I wou'd fpeak with him ? 

Sem. Aa you commanded me, I fatd. 

Cleo. It feems he values my Commands but little, 
Who is fo flow in his Obedience : 
Where found you him ? 

Sem. I'th' Antick Gallery, Madam. 

Cleo. Gallery ! what did he there 1 tell me exactly, 
1 have no Picture there. 

Sem. Madam, he was viewing that of Qlympiet, your 
fair Coufin, 
But for the Excellency of the Work, not Beauty. 

CUo. Thou art deceiv'd j viewing her Picture, fay you I 
— Oh thou hail touch'd a tender part, Semiris : 
— But yonder's he that can allay my Rage, 

iSees Theriandcr. 
: 
— CUmantkis, you abfent yoitr felf too much 
From thofe to whom your Prefcncc is agreeable ; 
I hear that you are grown retir'd of Lite, 
And vifit fhady Groves, walk thus— and figh, 
Like melancholy Lovers. Has the Court 
(Who for your Entertainment has put on 
More Gaiety than in an Age before) 
Nothing that can divert you? Ceafe your Ceremony; 

\He bows low. 
I'm your Friend, and if ought harbour there 

Within that fullen Broad, impart it here 

And 
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And IH contribute anv thing to cafe yon. 

—Come— boldly tell thy Griefs ; 

I have an Intereft in thy noble Life. 

— Perhaps, fince you're arrived at Court, yocrVe fcen 

Some Beauty that has made a Conqueft o'er your Heart ; 

— Whoe'er (he be, you cannot fear Succefs. 

Thcr. The Honours yon have heapM upon your Slave, 
Have been fnfficient 
To have encouraged any bold Attempt ; 
And here are Beauties would transform a God, 
Much more a Soldier, into an amorous Shape* 
—But, I confefs, with fhame, I brought no Heart 
Along with me to Court, and after that 
What acceptable Sacrifice can I ofier ? 
This makes me flmn the Pleafures of year Court, 
And feek Retirements hlent as my Griefs. 

CUo. It feems you were a Lover e'er I few jrw, 
And Abfence from your Miftrefs makes you taaqr.'Xtu 

TTur. Ah, Madam, do not *sk me many */ueuWiA, 
Left I offend where I would raerit Prty ; 
The Boldness may arrive unto her Kir/wic^e, 
And then youl k»e the htanble£ of y«yir Creatures, 
Whilft as I am, I may among the Crood 
Of dafly Worimppers. pay my Devct.".r.s. 

CUo. Give me your Hand.w^l -*&. a '^v>~ 

\Tk*y gz cxdfU d&um *m a hank. 
—How do vou like th» Grove J 

TTur. As t do every pia.ee ;• v-"re pfeasr'd to biefu 
Heaven were not Heaven, were God* zx* prefene *>jere ; 
And where you are. ris Hea^sa e^ery where. 

CZ». Look CUma M t te t — oc yoaier urf: of Tree*, 
Near which there is a L^e crcsraj .Spring 
From whence a Rrrriet does uke tu rife, 
And branches forth in Oarritis ubro trie Garden ; 

-Twas sear a p£ace fcke tfcat where £rft 1 few 



{.Ughing. 
Tker. Marfan, be pt^rd k, aid 'twas afc tiixe 
Cliwumthu left bis L^/trry at tld Feet 
Of Divine CUemun*. : 
And chared fcofctt wsL tir>fe too glorious Chain*, 

Sever 
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Never to be difmift but with his Life. 

[Sir rifing in anger, he kntds. 

CUo. How, ClemanthU! 

Ther. Ah ! Madam, if I too prefumpluous grow, 
From your Commands, and all your Bounties to me, 
You fhould forgive the Pride you do create, 
And all its (Irange Effects ; 
Which if I have rniftaken, let mc die. 
Only this Mercy grant me, to believe, 
That if our Adorations plcafe the Gods, 
Mine cannot be oflcnfive to my Prinecfs, 
Since they are equally Religious. 

CUo. Stranger — before I puniih thy Prefumption, 
Inform mc who it is that has offended ? 
Who giving me no other knowledge of him, 
Than what his fword has done— dares raife his Eyes 
tome? 

Tker. Madam, what you demand is juft, 
And I had rather die than difobey you ; 
But I am conflrain'd by a Necefiity 

iWliich when you know, you certainly will pardon) 
"or fome time to conceal my Birth and Name. 
CUo. Till then you fhould have kept your Flame con- 

T had been lefs difobliging from a criminal one, 
Whofe Quality had juftify'd his Boldnefs. 

Ther. Ah ! Madam, wou'd Heaven and you wou'd 
find no other Difficulty than want of Quality to merit you! 

CUo. I mull confefs, CUmnrtthis, with a Blufh, 
That nothing of the rell difpleafes n 



ThM which fiiou Id render mc more worthy of you, 
Shall be in mc found more to your Advantage, 
Than in thofe Princes who have taken on 'em 
The Glory of your Service. 

CUo. As I am very reafonablc, and do aft 
With more Sincerity than Artifice 
I'U now defire no more. 
But have a core you ufe my Bounty well ; 
For I am now grown kind enough to think 
That al! you fay is true. 
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Ther. Madam, bani<h me your Prefence, as the Man 
Of all the World unworthy to adore you, 
If I prefent not to you in Ciemanthis 
A Man enough considerable to hope. 

CUo. But oh ! Ciemanthis, I forgot niy Fate, 
My Deiliny depends upon my People ; 
Urg'd by the Queen, they've made a Refolution 
To give me to that Prince who docs mofl. powerfully 
Advance the Ruin of the King of Scythia. 

Ther. Madam, I am not ignorant of the Conditions 
That are impos'd on thofc who pretend to you ; 
1 will not only ferve you in this War 
With more Succefs than any, 
But fet the Crown of Scythia on your Head. 

CUo. Thafs bravely faid. 

Tker. Perhaps it fecms extravagantly fpoken. 
Id the Condition you behold me now; 
But here I vow— I never will demand {Kneels. 

The Divine Cleomena till I have crown'd her 

Yes, Madam, till I have crown'd her Queen of Scythia. 
—Till then— give me but hope— enough, I live — 

\_Rifts. 

CIci>. That s tii your F erf on due ; and when I know 
Who 'tis I favour— I will more allow. 

Sent. Madam, the Queen is here. 

Enter Queen, Honorius, Artabazes, Ifracncs, Guards, 
Attendants, &C. 

Queen. I'm glad to fee you all in Readinefs ; 
To morrow I intend lo be i'th' Camp, 

And Cleomena is your General; 

Since 'tis her Caufe we fi^ht, it is but jufl. 
She (hare the Danger of it with the Glory. 

Arta. We all approve it, Madam, and are proud 
Fair Cleomena (hall a Wilnefa be 
Of what we do to ferve her. 
And fee the eafy Conquefl we lhall make 
Upon the Perfons of her Enemies. 

Hon. I know not, Sir, what may you do, 
But we have found it not fo eafy. 

Arta. Oh there's no doubt, but we'll depopulate Scythia, 
And 
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And lead its King, with the vain Prince his Son, 
Loaden with Irons, to adorn your Triumphs. 

Ther. Madam, I mull confefs your Force is great, 
And the Alliflance of thefc Men conliderable ; 
Yet 1 advife your Majefty to prepare 
For the Defeat of the great Kimj of Stythut, 
As to a Bufinefs much more difficult 
Than they prefent it to you : for I know 
The Forces of that Nation are not lefs. 

[Looks with/cam on them. 
— Confider too, that King was never conquerM, 
Tho thefe believe to do't with fo much eafe. 
I oft have feen Thcr/ander, that young Prince, 
Upon whofe Sword Fortune her felf depends, 

And I can tell — he's not fo eafily chain'd, 

As, ArtabtueS) you imagine him. 

Arta. What, do you think to fright us with the Praifcs 
You give our Enemies ? 

—I have heard of that King, and of Ther/ander too ; 
But never heard of fo much Terror in 'em, 
Should make us apprehend an ill Siiccefs ; 

And, you, Clemanlhis, do not know us well, 

To think well tremble for the Prince of Sythia. 
Tho many fuch as you mould take his part. 

Ther. How many fuch 1 ! [Comes up to his Breafi. 
Gods < wiih your felves no other Enemies 
To join with that young Prince ; 
To conquer him and many fuch as I, 
Requires a Number of fuch Kings as you. 

Hm. It is too much, Cltmanthis ; were you well 
Affected to the Service of the Queen, 
You would not thus commend her Enemies. 

Ther. Madam, I humbly beg your Pardon, 
I have fail'd in the Refpect I owe you, 
By what I've faid in favour of your Enemies, 
i, whilft you think fo eafily o'ercome, 
will neglecl that Power ihould make you Victor. 
Queen. 'Tis Virtue, Sir, that makes you give what's due, 
Tho to the Advantage of thofc Men you hale — 

I 
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—I muil not have you lake ought ill from him. 

[To tht King. 
But as you've all unanirnoufly join'd 
To affift us in this War, fo all embrace, 

[Therf./a/ato 'em coldly. 
Be one and ever Friends. 
Brother, I leave the Conduct of this hopeful Army 

[7i»Hon, 
To your unqueftion'd Care ; and if you can. 
Oblige this noble Stranger for ever in our Service. 

Cteo. Uncle, 111 to the Camp with you ; 
And you, Clemanihis, muft be near me Ail). 

[Thcrf. boms. All go out but Then Hon. Lyfan. 

Hon. Clemanlhis, you are troubled. 

Tier. I was a little ruffled, but 'tis gone. 

Hon. You fhou'd not blame them, Sir, for envying you, 
A Man fo young, and fuch a Name in War. 

Tker. That, Sir, is only your Efteem of it 

Hon. No, dear ClemamtMii, that I may declare 
To all the World and thee, how much I prize it, 
Without confuting of your Quality, 
I'll make you abfolute Maftcr of my Fortune. 

Titer. Hcav'ns ! whence this Generofity ) 

Han. I have a Daughter, Sir, an only Child, 
Whom all the World efteems a virtuous one, 
And for whofe Love Princes have fu'd it 
I now with Joy will render you in Marriage. 

Tier. I am undone I 
It is a Princefs, Sir, I mufl admire, 
But never durft behold her with Eyes of Love, 
A Maid fo much above me. 

Han. I am a Man, whofe martial Difpofition 
Renders me too unartful in my Language ; 
I cannot fludy Finenefs in my Words, 
Ifut with Sincerity declare my Heart, 
And do propofc this Marriage with Olympia, 
For your Advantage and the pubiick Intereft, 
Befides my own Content. 

Tker. Have you confiderd, Sir, I am below her ? 

Hon. No more of that : go vifit my Olympia, 
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She is prepaid to give you Entertainment. [Ex. Hon 

Ther. Marry Olympia ! 
No cou'd he with Olympia give the World, 
I could not love, nor marry her. 

Oh my Ly/ander ! what evafion now ? 

Didft hear the noble Offer of the General! 

I.yf. I did, great Sir, and what will you return t 

Ther. If I refufe, I mull offend the Man 
To whom of all the World 1 am moft-oblig'd, 
And one who knowing me but by my Services, 
Offers me what Therfamtsr might accept. 

I.yf. It's fit you mould confult the I'rincefs, Sir, 
What 'tis you ought to do. 

Ther. I'll take thy Counfel— and wait upon Olympia : 
— —Yes, I will go vifit her, tho but to prove 
No Torment can be like diffembled Love. 

SCENE IV. A Chamber. 

Enter Queen, Cleomena, Honorius. 

Queen. Is't pofTible, my Brother, you can have 
So great a Pallion for the publick good, 
As willingly to facrifice your Child to its Repofc, 
And make- her Arms the foft and eafy Chains 
To link this gallant Stranger to our Intercft t 

Him. His Virtue I prefer above a Crown. 

Clto. You fhou'd love Virtue as you ought to love it ; 
Not give it over-mcafure — But are you furc he will accept 
it? 

Hon. I am not certain, being not come (b far ; 
But I propos'd it, and no doubt he lik'd it. 

Cleo. This cannot be his Malice ; for he was evernoble, 
[Hon. talks to the Queen. 
But falfe or feign'd, I can endure no more on't : 
—By Heaven Uiis Stranger's falfe ! falfe as his Name ! 

Semi/is found him gazing on her Picture ; 

Tis fo he loves Olympia ! 

And when I ask the Name of her he lov'd, 
I urg*d it with fuch foftnefs in my Eyes, 
That he in Pity of me fwore 'twas I : 
— Now can 1 find how much mv Soul's poffefl 

with 
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With Love, fmce 'tis with Jealoufy oppreft. {Goes out. 

Queen. How do you like the Trial of Or/amis, 
Which I intend to make ? 

Hon. Youll oblige your People, and do a Mother's 
Duty. 

Queen* You know 'twas not the Tyrant in my Nature, 
That from his Infancy has kept him ignorant 
Of what he was— but the Decrees of Heaven. 

Hon. Madam, 'tis true ; and if the Gods be juU, 
He mud be King too, tho his Reign be fhort : 
You cannot alter thofe Decrees of Heaven. 

Queen. The Gods are Witnefs how thefe eighteen Years 
I have with much Regret concealed his Birth. 

Hon. You know the lad Defeat the Scythians gave us, 
Th' impatient People broke the CafUe-gates, 
And againfl all your Powers were ready to have crown'd 

him; 
And fhou'd we now be conquered, nothing lefs 
Will flill the mutinous Army : try him, Madam, 
He may be fit for great Imprefiions, 
Had he but good Examples to difpofe him. 

Queen. Ill have it done to night 
Heaven, if it be thy Will, infpire my Son 
With Virtue fit to wear his Father's Crown. [Exeunt. 

Scene draws off, dij covers Therfander feemingly cour- 
ting Olympia. Enter Cleomena ; fees them, /tarts, 
gazes on them, then goes out unjfeen. The Scene 
changes to her Apartment. — She enters in a Rage— 
Clec. Perfidious Man I am I abandon'd then ? 

Abandon'd for Olympia I my Slave 

And yet I lov*d nim more than I did Heaven 

[Soft. 
And (hall he quit me thus ? 
Without being puntih'd for this Infidelity ? 
— No, let me be a fhame to all my Sex then — 
— Oh, Clemanthis ! to whom I fondlygave my Liberty, 
When firfl I faw thee fleeping in the Wood. 

But I grow foft, a Pafiion too unfit 

For fo much Anger as my Soul's poffefs'd with ; 
Vol. II. F Twas 
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'Twas but even now he lov*d me with fuch Ardor, 
And he who promisM me the Crown of Scytkia, 
Dar'ft thou become unjuft, ungrateful .Stranger ! 
Who having rais'd thy Eyes to CUomtna, 
Would facrifice her to another Miftrefs ? 

This Heart, which ought not to've been given away, 

But by the Services and Blood of Kings, 
How haft thou loft it on a falfe Unknown, 
Without being paid for it one tingle Si;^h i ■ 

Eater Theriander ; She draws a Dagger ; offers to kill 
kiiri, but cannot 
Traitor — haft thou the impudence to appear before me, 
Or, doft thou come to meet thy jufl Reward ? 

[Offers to/Iao him, 
— There's fomething in bis Looks that does prefcrve him, 
Or I'm not truly brave, and dare not kill him. 
— Go treacherous Unknown, whom I've preferVd 
Before fo many Princes, who in vain 
Sue for this credulous Heart which thou'fl betray'd. 

Tier. Ah ! Madam, can you be thus cruel to me, 
And not inform me how I have offended? 

Cleo. Be gone, I fay, if thou would 'ft fave a Life, 
Which thofe that dare do evil fear to lofe. 

Thtr. Thofe Eyes thus orderM are far worfe than Death. 
End what you have fo well begun, 
And kill me ; 
Yet from another's Hand 
The Blow would be lefs cruel. 

Cko. Oh Impudence! 
Still he wou'd cheat my Rage, as he has abus'J my Isivt ; 
But Monflcr, tho thou art below my Hand, 
I'm yet a Princefs, and I can command. 
By Heaven I'll try how much Rage can invent. 
Sctuiris, call Qlympia to me ftrait j 
She [hall in Triumph with me Hand and (mile, 
To fee thee by fome Vaffal bleed. 

Tker, There needs no other witnefs of my Death, 
But her I have offended ; 
To you alone I offer up my Life : for dying, 
I've fomething to relate mav juftify your Rage, 

Tho 
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Tho not dderve your Pity. 

CUo. Hell! 
Now I'm confirm'd, be fears that (he fhould fee 
Him die, left it (hould coft her but a Tear ; 

—Why fhould I want the Strength? 

— But Oh, 1 cannot [Offers to prcfent the Dagger. 

But canft thou live falfe Man, and fee me frown f 

Tier. No, Madam, 1 can die thus 

[Offers to fait on his Sword. 

CUo. Stay 

Thou fhalt not fo much Glory gain : 
No, live, and prove wretched enough to know 
How very poorly thou hall loll my Heart. [Ex. raving. 
[Ther. gazes after her. 

Tier. Mult I then live ? 1 will obey farewel, 

The fairelt and unkindeft of thy Sex ; 
If e'er it be thy chance to meet with one 
That loves more than Therfander, if thou canft 
Treat him worfe lh;in thou h.ift done me 

For oh ! how miferafale is the Wretch, whofe Prayer 

Repuls'd, tike me, lives only to defpair. [Exit. 



ACT III. SCENE 



The Curtain is let down— being drawn up, difcovers 
Orfames feated en a Throne "ffeefi, dreft in Royal 
Robes, the Crown and Scepter lying by on a Table. 
On either fide pf tie Stage Courtiers ready dreft, and 
multitude of Lights. Above is difcovtred the Queen, 
Olympia, and Women, Pimante, Artabazes, Ifmcnes; 
Soft Mufiek plays ; whilfl he wakes by degrees, and 
gazes round about him, and on hitnfdftm'th Wonder. 



Orf.- 



GOds! what a 
Or, is tl 



I? 



s there any other here but I ? 
Ger. Yes, my great Lord ; 
Hut you're a King, a migbtw Monarch, Sir. 
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Or/. I underftand thee, 'tis fome God thou mean'ft. 

Ger. On Earth it is : your Power too is as great ; 
Your Frowns deftroy, and when you fmile you blcfs ; 
Al every Nod the whole Creation bows, 
And lay their grateful Tributes at your Feet ; 
Their Lives are yours, and when you deign to take 'em, 
There's not a Mortal dares defend himfelf : 
But that you may the more referable Heaven, 
You (hould be merciful and bountiful 

Or/. I do believe I am the King thou fpcafc'ft of. 

Ger. Behold this Crown — this (acred Thing is yours. 
[Kneels, and gives him the Scepter and Civwn ; 
he puts it on, and watts about- 

Or/. It is a glorious Object 

And fit for none but me 

Olymp. Madam, mahinks the King is the fineft Man 
That e'er I faw fhall he not ftill be King? 

Qu. I hope he will deferve it. 

Or/. So, now methinks 1 move like Heaven it felf, 
All circled round with Stars, 
—Hah I what's this that kneels ? [ The Queen kneels, he 

Ger. The Queen your Mother, Sir. — /notches her up. 

Or/. By my great felf it is another Woman, 
Which I have burnt with a dciirc of feeing. 
— Be gone, and leave us here alone together ; 
I've fomcthing to impart to this fair Thing, 
Muft not be understood by you. 

Qu. Why, Sir, what is it you can impart to me, 
Which thofe about you mull not underftand ? 

Or/. A new Philofophy infpir'd by Nature, 
And much above whatever Ger on taught. 
— Come and augment my Knowledge. 

Qu. Why me, Sir, more than any one about you ? 

Or/. Thou art all foft and fweel like fpringing Flowers, 
And gentle as the undifturbed Air. 

Qu. But I am your Mother. 

Or/. No matter ; Ihou'rt a Woman, art thou not ? 
And being fo, the Mother cannot awe me. 

Ger. Sir, 'tis the 1'erfon gave you Life and Being. 

Or/. That gave me Life ! oh how 1 love thee fort ! 
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Come — and I'll pay thee back fuch kind Returns 

Cm Mod Royal Sir, this Woman was 
Not made by Heaven — for you. 

Or/ Away with your Philofophy ; but now you fa id — 
I was a King, a mighty God on Earth, 
And by that Power I may do any thing. 

Ger. But Kings are juil as well as powerful, Sir. 

Or/ I am fo to my lelf, do not oppofc me. 

Ger. Sir, this is one not meant, not form'd for you. 

Or/ Am I a God, and can be difobey'd? 
Remove that Contradiction from my fight, 
And let him live no longer : ha, more Women 1 

4"»fcr01ympia and other Women. 
Oh Nature, how thou 'ft furnith'd me with Store ! 
And finer far than this — [Gases on Olympia. 

But what is that whofe Eyes give Laws to all, 

And like the Sun, eclipfe the letter Lights ? 

Qu. Speak to him, Olympia. 

Or/. Who tells me what fhe is ? 

Ohm. Oh how 1 tremble I— Sir, I am a Maid. 

Or/. A Maid ! and may you be approacht with Knees 
and Prayers ? [Kneels. 

Olym. I am your Slave, you muft not kneel to me — 

[Takes kimup. 

Or/. How foon my Glory's vaniiht ! 
Till now I did believe I was fome God, 
And had my Power and my Divinity 
Within my Will ; but by this awful Fear, 
I find thou art the greater Deity : 
Pray tell me faireft, are you not a Woman ? 

Olym. 1 am a Woman, and a Virgin, Sir. 

Or/ I did believe that thou wert fomething more, 
For I have feen a Woman, and ne'er knew 
So much Diforder in my Soul before : 
— — For every Look of thine gives mc a Pain, 
And draws my Heart out of its wonted Seat. 

Olym. Alas, Sir, have I hurt you? 

Or/. Extremely hurt me, thou haft a fecret Power, 
And canft at diftance wound. 
Which none but Heaven and you cou'd ever do. 

F 3 But 
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But 'twas my Fault ; had I not gai'd on thee, 

I had been Hill a King, and full of Health. 

— Here— receive this Crown, 'tis now unfit for me, 

Since thou haft greater Power whilft it fits here — 

[He takes off his Crown, and puts it on her. 
It looks like Stars fall'n from their proper Sphere : 
So, now they're fixt again. 

Q14. Pimatttt, fpe.ik to him to take it back. 

Pirn. He kills me with his Looks. 

Sir, when you part with this, you 11 be defpis'd ; 

Your Glory, and your Thunder, all will varufh. 

Orf. I yet have fomething that thall make thee fear, 
I'm ftill a King, tho I muft bow to her; 
Take him away to Death immediately 

Pint. Any where to be out of your Sight 

A King, quotha? [L'ril 

Or/. Come, my fair Virgin, this fhall be my Altar, 
And I will place thee here, my Deity. 

Qu. Great Sir, that Throne is only fit for you. 

Or/. I fay again, I'll have it fit for two : 
Thou art a'Woman, thank the Gods for that : 

Afcend, my lovely Virgin, and adorn it ; 

Afcend, and be immortal as my felf. 

Art. That Throne (he was not bom to. 

Or/. Into the Sea with that bold Counfellor, 
And let him there difpute with Winds and Waves. [Art. er. 

Bring hated on a Throne, enter /e-veral in Ma/queradts, 
and dance. 

Cou'd I be fenfible of any Pleafure, 

But what 1 take in thee, this had furprir/d me. 

Olym. A Banquet, Sir, attends you. 

Or/. Difpofe me as you plcafc, my lovely Virgin ; 
For I've refign'd my Being to your Will, 
And have no more of what I call my own, 
Than Scnfc of Joys and Pains, which you create. 
{They rife, and fit down at a Banquet He gazes on her. 

Olym. Will you not pleafe to eat? 

Or/.' It is too grofs a Pleafure for a King. 
Sure, if they eat, 'tis fome celeftial Food, 
As I do by gazing on thy Eyes 
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Ah lovely Maid 

Olym. Why do you figh, Sir? 

Or/. For fomething which 1 want ; yet having thee, 
What more can Heaven bellow to gratify 
My Soul and Senfe withal ? 

Olym. Sir, tafte this Wine ; 
Perhaps 'twill alter that deceiv'd Opinion, 
And let you know the Error of your Palfion ; 
Twill caufe at kviil i >:ne Alteration in you. 

Or/. Why (houldil thou ask fo poor a Proof of me ? 

But yet, I will obey, give me the Wine. 

[They put /onuthiug into the Bowl. 

Olym. How do you like it, Sir? 

Or/. Why well ; but I am Hill the fame. 

Come, give it me again — 'tis very pleafant — 

Will you not taAe it too ? 

Methinks my Soul is grown more gay and vigorous ; 
What I have drank, has dcify'd thee more, 
Heightens the Pleafurc which I take to gaze on thee, 
And fends a thoufand flrangi; uncafy Joys, 
That play about my Heart, and more tranfport me— 
Drink, my fair Virgin, and perhaps thy Eyes 
May find fome Charms in me to make thee thus, 

Olym. Alas, they've found already but too niany. \Afide. 

Or/. I thought I mull have gai'd on thee for ever ; 
— But oh \ my Eyes grow heavy in the Play, 
As if fome (Irange Divinity about me 
Told me my Safety lay in their Declenfion. 

It is not Sleep !— furc Kings do never deep ; 

That were a low fubmiflion to a Power 

A Monarch fhou'd defpife but yet 'tis fo ; 

Ye Gods, am I but mortal then ? 
Or do you ever deep ? 1 llnd ye do ! 

But I mufl and lofe this lovely Object : 

Grant, oh ye Gods, that 1 may find it in a Dream, 
Let her Idea hover about my Soul, 

And keep it Hill in this harmonious Order 

—And gently blow the Flame 't has kindled there 

[F,-Jh a/Te,-/-. 
Enter Geron, Pimante, and Erates. 
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Pirn. Are you furc he's afleep ? 

Ger. How do you like him, Madam? 

Qu. I fear he is a Tyrant in his Nature. 

Ger. But fince he can be tam'd by Love and Beauty, 
You Qiould not doubt but he'll be fit to reign. 

Qu. Remove bint now into his own Apartment, 
And Hill continue to tmpofe upon him, 
Till you receive new Orders. \Exeunt 

SCENE IL 

Enter Cleom. with a Truncheon in her Hand, a S-aiord 
and a Q/aver of A rrows by her fide, milk Scmiris. 

Sem. Madam, you are fad, 
As if you doubted your Succefs to day. 

Cleo. There are fome Moments wherein I do repent me 
The too rafh Banifhment of poor CUmanthis. 
How did he take the Letter that I fent ? 

Sem. As Perfons innocent and full of Health 
Receive unlookt for Sentences of Death ; 
He figh'd, and faid he wou'd obey your Will : 
And, Madam, had you feen his lilent Grief, 
You wou'd have thought him innocent 

Cleo. Innocent I banifh that foolilh Pity from your Heart, 
That wou'd perfuade thee he is innocent. 
Did I not fee him courting of Oiymfii.it 
And can my Eyes deceive me 1 

Sem. O/ympia, Madam ! Gods, what do I hear ! 
Till now I did not know his Fault of Banilhment. 

Cleo. And was't not caufe enough .' 

Sem. Ah, Madam, what Injuftice have you done ? 
Before Clemantkis came into your Cabinet, 
He entcrtain'd me for a pretty while 
With the Intentions of your generous Uncle ; 
He told me how he offerd him Olympia, 
And that he durfl not leem to difefteem it, 
Being your Uncle, and a Man to whom 
He ow"d fo much ; but rooft to hide his Paflion : 
And then was coming to confuit with you, 
How he mould manage this Affair with him. 

Cleo. 
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CUo. And is this Truth than teflft me, dear Sewdrit t 

Sem. Madam, I do not ufe f abate your Credit 

CUo. Fly thai, Stmiris, and rererfe his Doom. 

Stm. Would 1 knew whither. Madam. 

CUo. Why, is he no longer then in the Camp ? 

Sem, Ah, Madam, is he no longer in the World ? 
For 'tis impodible to be imagmtt 
He parted hence with any Thought of Life. 

CUo. Send eVry way to find him— hark, I'm eaD"d— 

[ Trumpet founds. 
And he that finds him firft, is made for ever. 
Oh Jealoufy, thou Paffion moft ingrate ! 
Thy Ills procure more Mtfchief than thy Hate. 
*Tis thou art Tyrant, when Love hears the blame, 
Tis pity thou'rt conliilent with Lore's Flame. 
Ill not my Weakness nor Refenrment fhow ; 
A Heart like mine, mould (boner break than bow. 

Come my Semt'ris, we too long have ftay'd s 

That Call, till now, was never difobey'd. 

\Tr*mf>et founds. Ex. 

SCENE III. Scythian Tents. 

Bitter Amintas, drejlfiru, wit* Urania. 

Vra. Within this Shade till the black Day be pall, 
1 will attend thy Fortune, or thy Fate. 

Amin. The King has taken Horfe, the Fight's begun, 
And I mufl, leave thee to the Gods and Prayer. 

Ura. Why was I made a Woman ? or being fo, 
Why had I not a mafcutmc Courage given me ? 
That fide by fide I might have Ihar'd thy Glory, 
Or have expir'd together ? 

Amin. Thou wilt undo me with this Tendernefs, 
Come fend me kindly from thee, 
With Joys about my Heart that may preferve it ; 
Here reft till my Return : fareweL my Fair. 

Ura. And if I never fee thee more, farcwel — 

[Amin. exit. 
Here I will lay me down, and never rife, 
Till thou return'!! with Laurel, or with Cyprefs. [Sift down. 
9 F 5 Now 
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Now I cou'd curie the Fortune of my Prince, 

Who quits a Father for an Enemy, 

To fatisfy a Flame will ruin htm. [A noife of Fighting, 

The Fight increafcs ; Oh ye Gods of Battel, 

In midfl of all your Rage preferve my Love. 

Enter Artabates over the Stage, and goes out. 

Art. My Nephew kill'd ! and I difmounted too ! oh 
curft Fate ! 

Ura. This Noife has comfort in't, it founds like Vicloty, 
[A hollo-wing within nnwng/l the noife of Fighting. 
Enter Amintas. 
— Oh Gods ! Amintas .' what has Fortune done? 

Aiain. The undaunted Scythians never loft the Field ; 
Yet now at firft 'twas doubtful 
To which fide Fortune would incline her felt 
Ifmenes kill'd where'er he turn'd his Sword, 
And quite defeated our Agiippinn Forces; 
Yet was not fatisfy'd, knowing the King 
To be the Price of Cleoiiund% Heart, 
But fought him out on all fides, 
Whom 'twas not hard to find ; 
For he was hurrying now from Rank to Rank, 
Diflributing a Death to all Oppofers. 
But young ifmenes having piere'd the Squadrons, 
And knowing our great King by fcvcral Marks, 
Boldly cr/d out,-— Defend the Life I claim. 
The King made no Reply, but at that Word 
Prepaid himfelf to fight. 

Ura. Thou kill'd me, till thou bringTl him off again. 

Amin. DiforderM thus— the Dacian took Advantage, 
And charg'd with fo much Vigour— we gave Ground ; 
When on that fide the fingle Combat was, 
There appeared a Body of two thoufand Horfe, 
Led by a Man, whofe Looks brought Victory, 
And made the conquering Foe retire again : 
But when he did perceive the King engaged, 
With unrefilled Fury he made up, 
And rufliing in between them, 
Gave the young Prince a blow upon his Head, 
That flruck him from his Horfe. 

Aftor 
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After this Victory Therfimder's Name 
Did fly from Mouth to Mouth, 
Infpinng every Scythian with new Valour : 
He kill'd Philemon, and fore'd Artabazes 
To feek his Safety by his Horfe's Flight ; 
—But here's the King— retire into this Wood. [Ura. Ex. 
Enter King, Therfander, Officers and Soldiers. 

King. Let me once more embrace my dear Thcrfandtr. 

Amin. The Prince is wounded, Sir, 

King. He is but they look lovely on him. 

Ther. They're too flight Marks la give you of my Duty; 
Your Majcfiy has greater need of Care. 

King. Thou art my heft Phyfician, and thy fight 
Heals all the Wounds I have: come in with me, 
And let me lay thee to my panting Bofom, 
Thou great Preferver of my Crown and Life. 

Ther. Ill wait upon you, Sir. 

[Exeunt all but Therf. and Amin. 
Now let me take thee to my Arms, my Friend ; 
For thou art half my felf, my dear Amintas : 
I have ftrange News to tell thee fince wc parted, 

And need thy Counfel in an Affair of Love 

Thou know 1 !! my bulmefs to the Dorian Court 

Was to have fet thee free ; but oh my Friend ! 
In lieu of that, I've made my felf a Captive 

Amin. Your Story, Sir, I know, but heard withal, 
The Princefs did repay your grateful Flame. 

Ther. 1 thought ihe did, fur to a while flic feem'd ; 
And when I thought my felf the mofl fecure. 
Being fortify'd with all her new-made Promifcs, 
My blooming Hopes were blafted e'er full-blown, 
And I receiv'il her Orders for my Ranidiment, 
Which I as foon obc/d : but by the way, 
I did conceive a thoufand Revolutions, 
Sometimes to ferve my Princefs— then my Father ; 
Sometimes 'twas Nature got the upper hand, 
And then again 'twas Love ; in this Difpute 
I met the Levies of the I/aiions, 
Who were the laft of all our Calvary, 
To whom I made me known, and came fo luckily, 
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As gain'd the yct-difputed Viftory. 

Amin. 'Twas in an happy Moment 

7ker. Thus 1 comply'd with what I owM my Duty. 
But thefc of Love are ftill unfatisf/d : 
Dare I, why could offend to that degree, 
As to defervc a Banifhment from her, 
Approach her uninvited? 

Amin. 'Twas dangerous, Sir. 

Thtr. Then 'twere the fitter for my Enterprize : 

But her Difpleafure oh my CUomena! 

If, for the Punifhment of my Difobedience, 
You'd only take away that Life you threaten, 
How willing!;' 1 ivou'd ruli^n it up, 
Rather than undergo this Separation ! 

Amin. You'll certainly expofe your Life by going : 
What other Reafon could (he have to banilh you, 
But from her Knowledge that you were Therfandcr'i 
And, Sir, you fee her Paffion for Ctcmanthis 
Cou'd not o'ercome her Hatred for her Enemy. 

Tker. No, when I call to mind her cruel Words ; 
If chufing me before fo many Kings, 
I find 'twas to the Stranger, not the Scythian, 
She killingly addreft 'em ; therefore I'll venture on in my 
Defign : 

Give order that our Horfes be made ready, 

Whilft I excufe our Abfence to the King; our (lay will 

not be long ! 
Meantime it may be thought we're gone to viewthe Camp; 
Inlcreft and Love but rarely do agree, 
Yet 1 muft reconcile *em both to me. 

SCENE IV. The Dacian Tenls. 

Enter Queen, Cleo. Hon. Arta. Ifm. Women, Attendant;. 

CUo. 'Twas ftrangely loft, and yet I dare affirm. 
The Viiflory had been ours but for Thcrfamler, 
Who like the impetuous Sea oppos'd by Land, 
Hade Breaches, and o'erflow'd all that lay near it 
Ifm. I had reveng'd you on the King of ScylAia, 
Had his Arrival not prevented me. 

CUo. 
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Cito. He is brave, without difpute. 

I/m. And 'tis as certain that he did furprize me. 
Without permitting time for my Defence, 
He had not elfc fo foon difmmmted roc. 
But, Madam, I defign (if you approve it) 
To fight Ther/inder in a tingle Combat 

Art That Jufticc 1 may hope as well as you : 
He kdil'd my Nephew, young Philemon, 
For which 111 be reverted. 

Qu. I cannot but commend that noble Ardor 
That carries you to thofe Defigns of Glory ; 
What thinks my Brother of it f 

Hon. I like it, if the Victor wilt accept it 

Cleo. And fo do I ; 
And that we may do equal Juflice to you alL 
Well write Ther/mderS Name, 
And he who draws that Name ihali fight the Combat. 

Hon. But are you furc he will accept the Offer? 

I/m. I dare engage he will. 

Cleo. I am of your Opinion ; 
The only brave are never proud of Conquett, 
111 write his Name my felf. 

Enler Page. 

Hon, What Shouts are the fa J [A Shout within. 

Page. Madam, Clemaitthis is arriVd. 

Qu. The News is welcome. 
Enter Therf. kneels, kiffes the Queen's Hand ; the fame 
to Cleomena— -falutes all. 

Ther. Madam, the great Ncceffity which made me leave 
When I believ'd my felf unprofitable, (yow, 

Could not detain me, when I was affur'J 
My Sword could do you Service. 

Qu. This Vifit recompenfes all our Lofs, 
You've made it in a time you may redeem 
The Opinion your Abfence almoft forfeited. 

Hon, Sir, I cou'd chide you too, but that your Sight 
Changes my Anger into kinder Welcomes. 

Ther. I ought to fuffer, Sir, in your Opinion, 
Til] my Excufes may redeem my Credit. 

Cleo. How great at once, and innocent he fecms, 

And 
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And how his Eyes his paft Offence redeems ! 
Whilfl all my Cruelties they fcem t 1 upbraid, 
They pardon too the Faults llumfekes have made. 

Qu. I'm fatisfy'd, and you arc fitly come 
To lhare a Danger we are now difputing. 

Ther. 'Tis not the Danger, Madam, can divert mc 
From cntcrprizing ought that Is lo ferve you. 

Art Madam, coiilider who we arc, 
And ought not to be rank'd with one below us. 

Ther. Your Honour, ArtrioMt t , is too nice ; 
"Would we could find in this Difpute, whate'er it be, 
That were the greatcfl Difficulty : 
■ Madam, name your Commands. 

Qu. We are drawing a Lot 
To fight Therfander in a (ingle Combat. 

Ther. Hah — T/ier/uniter, Madam, is a Conqueror. 

Ifm. Since you're fonice, we wil! excufe you, Sir. 

Ther. What an unlucky accident was this ! 
One Moment's longer (lay had made me happy, [AJide. 
And render'd up thefe Rivals to my Power. 

Hon. Come, Sir, the Lois are ready. 

[ They draw Lots. It falls fcTherf. 

Ther. My Fears are all compleatcd [Afidt. 

The Lot is mine. 

CUo. Clemantliis, I'm fo fenfible of the Danger 

\Afide to kim. 
Whereto you mud cxpofe your felf for me, 
1 cannot think with Pleafure on the Vklory 
You poiTibly may gain. 

Ther/. Encourag'd thus, 1 cannot fail of Conqueft ; 

[Bows to her, and /peaks lew. 
But, Madam, if Ther/anderhc as nice [ Turns to the Queen. 
As Ihefc two l'rinces are, il will be hard 
To get him to accept a Challenge from me. 

CUo. Ctemanthi/ Deeds has rais'd his Fame too high 
To be efteem'd unworthy of that Juilice ; 
Nor can we find the Scythian Prince a Vac 
More equal to his Youth and Valour too. 

Ther. If Fortune bids me with Succcfs to Day, 
111 owe it to your Caufe and not my Sword. 

2»- 
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Qp. Ma/ft thou ever be Viclor. [They lead him out. 
Manet Arta. Ifm. 

Art. My Art (hall fail me then. 

Ifm. You are difpieas'd, Sir. 

Art. Is that a Wonder ? 
Who can be tame, and fee an unknown Youth, 
Who brings no Forces bat his fingle Arm, 
Ravifh the Hope and Spoil of Victory from us, 
And rival us in Love as well as Glory, 
Whilfl both our Claims to CieomettJs Heart 
Mull be neglected fince we want Succefs i 

I/m, We could pretend to her no other way. 

Art. Have you, or I, lefs Virtue than CUmanthis f 

I/m, Yes, if we envy at his Merits. 

Art. Purfue your virtuous Road, and in the end 
See whether you or I reach firft the Goal. 
Ill take Revenge. [Art. exit. 

Iff. I Honour will purfue, 
A Path which never led me to Repentance. 

Clemanthis, if thy Life I bafely fought. 

Like him, I'd favc the Hazard of my own ; 
Bui as Ihou'rt brave, fo thou (halt bravely fall 
Before Tkerfander rob me of thy Life, 

Or thou the Fortune haft to vanquifh him 

And if in this Encounter I expire, 

I do but fall a Viftim to an hopclefs Fire. [Exit. 

[Scene changes to the Wood, difrovcrs Thcrf. and Amin. 
among the Trees, changing Clothes ; after which they 
come forth, 

Ther. So, now thou doll appear fo like CUmanthis, 
That not a Dacian but will be miflaken in thee. 

Ami*. My Lord, 1 know not how I may appear, 
But I am ignorant how 1 am to acl. 

Ther. Remain within the Covert of this Wood, 
Until the Sign be given for the Combat, 
And then appear upon the Place appointed, 
Where I will meet and fight with thee ; 
But fo I'll order all the Blows I give, 
They (hall not wound nor hurt thee, 
For Hill remember I mull be the Victor. 

Amin. 
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Ami*. I will endeavour to perform it fo, [Noife. 

That none fhnll know the Fallacy. 

Tker. Be gone, I hear a Noife ; farewel, dear Amintas, 

Remember that you at! Clemanthis well. [Ex. Ther. 

Enter form Fellows in Clokes. 

I Fel. That's he thai goes into the Wood, I know him 
by his Plume ; are ye all ready ? 

x Fet. Yes, for a greater Murdcrthan the killing of one 
fingle Man ; and here's a Place as fit as we could wifh ; 
(hall we fet upon him altogether? 

1 Fel. Ay, ay, Ncatncfs in this Affair is not requirtt: 
kill him, and Artabases defires no more. 
[The Fellows go behind the Trees, they fight, Amintas falls. 
Enter Ifmenes. 

Ifm. Into this Wood he went, as if hekncw my Bufmefs. 
Here we unfecn may end the Difference— {Noife -within. 

Hark what Noife of fighting's that ? 

Perhaps my Aid's rcquirtt. 

Scene dnr..>s ipi-n, dif covers Amintas lying as dead all 
bloody, Y'\n\snXc peeping ; Ifm. re-enters. 

Ifm. It is Clemanthis, and this barbarous Deed 
Is done by Arlubazes. [Exit. 

Enter Pimante. 

Pirn. Had ever Cavalier fuch damn'd Luck f I have 
heard it difputed, that this fame Danger was to be courted 
by the brave and bold ; but I. who took the bed Care I 
could whillt the Fight laflcd to fecurc my fclf by this Re- 
treat, find my fclf even here furrountled with it ; and poor 
Clemanthis, who, I'll warrant, came too with my Defign, 
has mut here what he endeavour'd to ihun : Yonder's If- 
menes too well, we are all but Men. 

Ifm. Here's yet fome Breath remaining ; oh Pimante, 
lend thy Affiftance. 

Clemanthis, if thou yet hall fo much Senfe^ 

Inform us how thou cam'lt thus wounded ? 

Amin. Know Sir, Therfander — Prince of Scythia — 

Pirn. Alas, he's dead, Sir, trouble him no further. 

Ifm. The Prince of Scythia do this ! 

Pint. Ay, ay, this mighty Prince, fearing to encounter 
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a (ingle Man, has fct a dozen to kill him ; Mercy upon 
us, 'twas a bloody Fight : but, Sir, what Ihall we do 
with the Body ? (lence, 

l/m. If I could command thee any thing if fhould be Si- 
Till I have met Thtrfander in his Room. [Ifm. exit. 

Pirn. You fhould command me, tho I was never good 
at Secrets. 

Enter Cleomena, Semiris. 

CUo. Let the Coach wait at the Entrance of the Wood ; 
I find 1 am a perfect Woman now, 
And have my Fears, and fits of Cowardice. 

Sent. Madam, will you not fee the Combat then? 

Cieo. I dare not, fomething here allures me 
Clemanthis will be conqucr*d. 

Pirn. Ha ! the Princefs here ? on my Confcicnee there 
was never Mifchief but a Woman was at one end on't. 

Sent. How now, Pimante, why do you look fo fcurvily? 

Pirn. Ah Madam, fuch a Sight fo difmal and bloody 1 

Cleo. What fays he ? 

Pirn. Clemanthis, Madam 

Cleo. Clemanthis ! Oh what of him ! 
Why, my prophetick Heart, doft thou betray me? 

Sem. For Heaven's fake, Madam, rcalTume your Courage. 

Cleo. Yes— I will hear — the fatal Story — out. 

Pirn. Truth is, Madam, to retire from the Noife and 
Fury of the Battle, I came into this Wood ; and when 
I thought all Danger paft, I heard even here the Noife of 
Swords and Fighting ; which endeavouring to avoid, I 
fell alrrtofl into the Danger of them. 

Sem. Leave out the Hiilory of your own Fears, and 
come to the Bufinefs. 

Pirn. But ah, Madam, unfeen I faw : who did I fee — 
Ah, who fhould I fee but Clemanthis, Madam, 
Fist with his Back agninft yon Cyprefs-trec, 
Defending himfelf a^ainfl a dozen Murderers. 
I was, alas, too weak to take the weaker fide, 
And therefore came not forth to his Aftiftance, 
Prince Ifmcnes would have taken his Part, but came too 

late too ; 
But e'er he died we begg'd to know his Murderers, 
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And he could anfwcr nothing but 7 'herfaader. 

Cleo. Remove me to the Body of my Love 

[They lead her to Amin. who lies wounded; flu 
gases on him awhile, his Face being ail bloody. 

1 will not now deplore as Women ufc, 

But call up all my Vengeance to my Aid. 

Expert not fo much Imbed 11 ity 

From her whole Love nor Courage was made known 
;ntly to thee. Oh my Clemanthis ! 
d not now furvive thee, 
Were it not weak and cowardly to die. 
And leave thee unreveng'd. 

— Be calm my Eyes, and let my Soul fupply ye ; 
A filcnt broken Heart mud be his Sacrifice ; 
EvVy indifferent Sorrow claims our Tears, 
Mine do require Blood, and 'tis with that 

Thefe mud be waflit away \R'fes< wipes her Eyes. 

Whatever I defign to execute, 
Pimante, and Semiris, I conjure ye, 
Go not about to hinder, but be filent, 
Or I will fend my Dagger to this Heart. 
Remove this Body further into the Wood, 
And ftrip it of thofe glittering Ornaments, 
And let me perfonatc this dear dear Prince. 
Obey, and drefs me flrait without reply. 
There is not far from hence a Druid's Cell, 
A Man for Viety and Knowledge famous ; 
Thither convey the breathlefs facred Corps, 
Laid gently in my Chariot, 
There to be kept concenl'd till further Orders. 

Sem. Ah, Madam, what is't you intend to do? 

Cleo. What fhoii'd I do but die — ah I do not weep, 
But hafle to do as I command ye : 
Hafle, hafle, the Time and my Revenge require it. 

Sem. For Heaven's fake, Madam, for your royal felf, 
Do not purfue this cruel fatal Entcrpriie ; 
Pity the Queen, your Servants, and all Mankind. 

Cleo. Away thou feeble thing, that never kncVA the 
real Joys of Love, 
Or ever heard of any Grief like mine ; 

If 
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If thou would'fl give me Proofs of thy Efleem, 

Forget all Words, .ill Linkage, but Revenge. 

Let me not fee fo much of Woman in thee 

To ihed one Tear, but drefs thy Eyes with fiercenefs, 

And fend me forth to meet my Love, as gay, 

As if intended for my nuptial Day. 

That Soul that fighs in pity of my Fate, 

Shall meet returns of my extremeft Hate : 

Pity with my Revenge muft find no room ; 

111 bury all but Rage within thy Tomb. [Extunl. 



ACT 



A Flat Wood. 



Enter Cleomena drejl in Clcmanthis'j Clothes, Semiris 

bearing the Cap and Feather, Piinante the S-word. 
Cteo. f~~** O M E, my Semiris, you miifl affift a little, 
\j — And you Fimmt t, buckle on my Sword. 
Pirn. 1 never parted with a Sword fo unwillingly in 
my Life. 

Cteo. So How doft thou like me now ? 

Might I not pafs, thus habited, for Clemanthisl 
Pirn. Yes, Madam, till you come to the lighting part. 
Cleo. Now go, and do as 1 have ordered you. 
Sent. Ah, Madam, tho I mull not wait on you to 
fight, 
I will in Death, 'tis my firft Art, and lafl of Difohedience. 
[Weeps. 
Cleo. Do not diflurb me with thy Grief, Semiris: 
Go leave me to my felf, and Thoughts of Vengeance : 
And thou, bafe Traitor- Prince, (halt buy thy Life 
At fuch a Rate mall ruin thee for ever ; 

And if I fall as 1 believe I fhall 

The very Shame to know I am a Woman, 

Shall make thee curie thy Fortune and thy Anns, 

If 
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If thou haft any Senfe of Manhood left, 

After the barbarous Murder thou haft done : 

But if my better Fortune guide my Arm, 

This Arm (whom Love direct) to meet thy Heart, 

Then 1 lhall die with real Satisfaction. 

The time draws on when I Ihouid try my Fate ; 

Aftiii me, mighty Love, in my Defign, 

That 1 may prove no Paflion equals mine. 

Sem. Madam, confider whom you muft encounter. 

CUo. Confider thou who's dead, the brave Clemanthis ! 
[Weeps. 
Oh 'tis a Shame to weep, being thus attir'd ; 

Let me once more furvey my felf 

And yet I need not borrow Refolution : 
Clemanthis, thou art murder'd, that's the Word, 
Tis that creates me Man, and valiant too, 
And all ineenfed Love can prompt me to. 
Hark — hark — the joyful Summons to my Death. 

[ Trumpets found. 

Go, leave me to approach it folemnly 

Come, my dear Sword, from thee I muft expert 
That Service which my Arm may fail to affecl ; 
And if thou ever didft thy Matter love. 
Be fure each Stroke thou nvik'il may mortal prove. 

[Exeunt federally. 

SCENE II. 

After a Naife of Trumpets at fame diflanec and fight- 
ing, the Scene draws, and ilifeovers Clcomena and 
Therfander fighting: Lyfander. On one fide jlands 
the King of Scythia with his Party : On the other, 
the Queen of Dacia, Hon. Anabases, and her 
Party. 
Then What mak'ft thou fight as if indeed thou wcrt 
Clemanthis 1 
But fince thou art not him thou reprefent'ft, 
Whoe'er thou be'ft, 'twas indif erectly done, 
To draw me from an order might have fav'd thee ; 

Who is't that dares aflame Clemanthis' fhape ? 

[Tkeyfight. 
Cleo. 
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Clto. Unworthy Scythian, whofe reported Valour, 

Unjuftly was admir'd, cou'dft thou believe the covert of 

the Wood [C\w falls ; he (loops to look on her. 

Cou'd hide thy Treafon — Treafon which thou durft own 

too ? [A cry of Joy on the Scythian'j_^<&r. 

Ther. Ah ! Cleomena, is it you ? 
What have I done that could fo far tranfport you? 
Clcmanthis' Boldnefs has incurtf your Hate, 
But he has been feverely punifht for 1 ! ; 
And here in lieu of that unhappy Stranger, 
i: ■;,'■ / ■'■■■. ■,/('■ with his equal Paffions, 
But not his equal Crimes. 

Cleo. Oh Villain, fince thou'ft punilh'd Clcmanthis, 
Punifh the unhappy Cleomena too, 
And lake her Life who came to have taken thine. 

Qu. "Tis not Clcmanthis, but my Cleomena 

With whom Therfander fights. -ah cruel Child ; 

[They carry her off. 

Ther. Oh, whither, whither do you bear my Goddefs ? 
Return, and here refign your facred Load, 
That whilfl. 't has Life it may behold the Sacrifice 
That I will make of this wild wretched Man 

That has fo much offended Difobey'd ! 

— My Arms, my Arms, Lyfander mount me ilrait, 
And let me force the difobedient Troops ; 
Thofc Coward-Slaves that could behold her bleed, 
And not revenge her on the Murderer : 
Quickly my Arms, kill, burn, and fcatter all; 
WhilJl 'midft the Ruins of the World I fall 

[Tie Scythian Cuirds carry him off by force. 
Enter Ifmenes -with his Sword. They all defcend. 

Ifm. Still thus defeated and outflript by Fate, 
Refolv'd betimes, but fallied out too late ; 
Fortune and Love are equally unkind ; 

Who can refift thofe mighty Powers combin'd ? 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. A Prt/on. 

Enter Orfames, Geron. 

Ger. May I not know what 'tis affli<fls you fo ? 
You were not wont to hide your Soul from me. 

Or/ Nor wou'd 1 now, knew I but how to tell thee ; 
Oh Geron, thou haft hitherto fo frighted me 
With thoughts of Death, by Stories which thou telTft 
Of future Punilhment i'th' other World, 
That now I find thou'ft brought me to endure 
Thofe Ills from Heaven thou fay'ft our Sins procure. 
There's not a little God of all the Number 
That does not exercife his Arts on me, 
And prailife Power, which by my fuffering 
He grows more mighty in — I'll not endure it. 

Ger. Why not, as well as If (Difference 

Or/. Thou ma/ft do what thou wilt ; but there's a 
{As vail as 'twixt the Sun and letter Lights) 
Between thy Soul and mine ; 
Thou canft contented lit whole Days together, 
And entertain thy Lute, that dull Companion, 
Till duller Sleep docs iilence it and thee : 
But I, whofe aiflive Soul defpife that droufy God, 
Can ever dare him in his height of Power : 
Then when he ties thee to thy lazy Couch, 
Where thou'rt fo far from Senfe, thou'ft loft thy Soul ; 
Even then, my Geron, my divertive Fancy 

Poflefles me, beyond thy waking Thought 

But, Geron, all was but an airy Dream ; 

I wak'd, and found my fell" a tiling like thee. 

Ger. What was your Dream ? 

Or/. Why I will try to tell it thee 

Methought 1 faw the Firmament divide, 

And all the Clouds, like Curtains, draw aiide j 

The Sun in all his Glories, ne'er put on 

So bright a Ray, nor Heaven with more Luftre fhon ! 

The Face of Heaven too bright for mortal Eye 

Appear'd, and none duril gaze upon't but I ; 

In Jove'^ illuftrious Throne I only fat, 

Whilft all the lefier Gods did round me wait; 
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My Habit, fuch as t 



it be expreft ; 



Iris in all her various Colours drefl, 

The Moming-Sun, nor Sun-declining Sky, 

Was half lb beautiful, fo gay, as I. 

The brighieft Stars in all Heaven's Canopy 

Were chofen out to make a Crown for me ; 



The World was mine, and thoufands fuch as thou, 

Still as I mov'd, low to the Earth did bow ; 

Like thronging Curls upon the wanton Sea, 

They drove, and were as numerous as they : 

Thither I foon defccnded in a Cloud ; 

Almighty Woman at my Feet did bow, 

Adorn'd with Beauties more than Heaven can Ihow : 

But one among the rell (for there were flore) 

Whilft all did me, I did that one adore ; 

She did unking me, and her wondrous Eyes 

Did all my Power and Thunder too dcfpife j 

Her Smiles could calm me, and her Looks were Law ; 

And when fhe frown'd, the kept my Soul in awe. 

Oh, Geron, while I flrive to tell the reft, 

I feel fo ftrange a Paffion in my Breafl, 

That tho I only do relate a Dream, 

My Torments here would make it real feem. 

Ger. 'Tis lucky that he takes it for a Dream, [A/id 
— Pray do not form Ideas in your Fancy, 
And fuffer them to difcompofe your Thoughts. 

Orf. In fpite of your Philofophy, they make 
A ftrange lmpreffion on me, 

Ger. That's perfect Madncfs, Sir. 

Orf. Geron, I will no longer be impos'd upon, 
But follow all the Diaates of my Reafon. 
— Come tell me, for thou hail not done fo yet, 
How Nature made us ; by what ftrange Devices. 
Tell me where il was you lighted on me firil j 
And how I came into thy dull PofTeffion. 
Thou fa> J ft we are not born immortal, 
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And I remember thou wert Rill as now, 
When I could hardly call upon thy Name, 
But as thou wouldft inftruCt my liiping Tongue ; 
And when I ask'd thee who inilrufted thee, 
Thoud'ft figh, and fay a Man out -worn by Age, 

And now laid in the Earth but tell me, Geron, 

When time has wafted thee, for thou'rt decaying, 
Where [hall I find fome new-made Work of Nature, 
To teach thofe Precepts to, I've learnt of thee ? 
Why art thou filent now ? 

Ger. You ought not, Sir, lo pry into the hidden Secrets 
of the Gods. 

Or/ Come, tell not me of Secrets, nor of Gods— 
What is't thou ftudieft for, more new Devices r 
Out with 'em — this Sullenefs betrays thee ; 
And I have been too long impos'd upon. 
I find my felf cnlightned on a fudden. 
And ev'ry thing i fee inflrucls my Reafon ; 
T has been enfiav'd by thee come, out without it. 

Ger. I dare not, Sir. 

Or/. Who is't thou fear'ft? 

Ger. The Anger of the Gods, 
Who will cot have their high Decrees reveaFd, 
Till theythemfelves unfold 'em in their Oracles. 

Or/ What are thofe Oracles ? 

Ger. Heavenly Voices, Sir, that expound what's writ 
In the Eternal Book of DeJliny. 

Or/ 111 know what's written in that eternal Book, 
Or let thee know what in contains of thee. 

Ger. What will you do f 

Or/ Throw thee into the Sea ; by Jupiter, I will. 

[Offers to take him tip. 

Ger. Stay, Or/ames 

Tis true, I have Commands from Cleomena, 

But yet the Time is hardly ripe for the Defign. [AJlde. 

Or/ Begin your Story — or by Heaven 

Ger. I (hall — -When you conlider who I am, 
With how much Care and Toil I've brought you up ; 
How I have made my aged Arms your Cradle, 
And in my Bofom lull'd you to your reft ; 

How 
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How when you wept, my Tears kept time with yours, 
And how your Smiles would dry again thofe Showers ; 
You will believe 'tis my Concern for you, 
And not your Threats, makes me declare a Truth. 

Or/. Forward, my dearefl Geron, 
Whilft I as filent as a healthy Sleep, 
As growth of Flowers, or motion of the Air, 
Attend each long , d-for Syllable thou brcath'ft. 

Ger. Be pleased to walk into the Garden, Sir, 
And there I'll tell you Wonders to enfue ; 
But firft, great Sir, your Pardon for the paft. [Kneels. 

Or/. I give it thee Gods, this is fine indeed ! 

Thy Language and thy Mein are altered. 

Oh how my Soul's inlarg'd already ! go. lead the way. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. The Scythian Tents. 

Enter Therfander, Lyfander. 
Ther. Leave me, I will be calm, 
For this fame change of Cleomends Habit 
Has but increased my Love — and all my foftnefs — 
Twas in that Habit that I left Amintas. 
Gods ! has he betray'd me then ? 
No, I muft not have fo mean a Thought of him ; 

'Tis certain that fhe knows I am Therfander 

But if the bold Clemanthis be Ther/ander y 
Son to the Enemy of Cleomena ; 
Yet dill it is that Clemanthis that ador'd her, 
And whom fhe once made happy with her Love. 
But I have wounded her, and here remain. 

[Draws his Sword. 
The Marks of my Difhonour in her Blood. 
Oh cruel Inftrument of my fhameful Crime ! 
Muft the firft Service thou haft rendered me, 
Prove to my Soul fo fatal ? That Sword I left Amintas, 
Wou'd have den/d Obedience to this Hand, 
This facrilegious Hand drew it againft her. 

10 Vol. II. G Enter 
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Enter King. 

King. How now Tker/ander, what (UII melancholy ? 
Upon the firil Appearance of your Sadnefs, 
I thought 't had been for fighting with a Woman ; 
But now I fear that could not be the Caufe, 

Unlefs 'twere fortify^ by ftronger Paflions 

Tis not impofuble, but when you faw 

The Eyes of Cleomena in the Combat, 

They might difarm your Rage, and teach you Love. 

If this be all, 111 offer Peace in fiich a time 

As they're not able to make War againA us, 

And with it Proportions of a Marriage. 

Thtr. Happy Miilake! Great Sir, 
I'll not deny the Eyes of CUomena 
Have given me Wounds which nothing clfe can cure ; 
And in that Moment when I would have kill'd her, 
They ilaid my guilty Hand, and overcame 

The fhameful Conqueror 

I'll fay no more, nor give Laws to your Bounty ; 
But if your Majefty approve my Flame, 
I (hall receive her as the greater! Ble/ling 
Heaven can bellow upon me. 

King. I'm glad to find my Son of my Opinion ; 
For I have already propos'd it to 'em, 
Which I believe they will with Joy embrace. 

Ther. All but the lovely Princefs, whofe Averfion 
Is flill fo great againft our Family, 
That I defpair me ever will be drawn to'L 

King. They'll hardly rally up their routed Forces 
To make frefh War upon us ; they're at our Mercy now, 
And as an Honour will embrace the Alliance. 

Ther. Pray Heaven they may. 

King. If they refufe, I will recall my Mercy, 
And make them dearly buy their Scorn ; 
Come, we expcc~l our Herald from their Tents. [Exeunt. 




Enter Queen, Qeomeoa in a Xigkt-G*vn, Senilis- A 
TabU (id Pen and Int. 

CUo. Madam, 1 cocfefs my fdf unworthy of toot Ten- 
deraefs. 

Queen. Ah, CUomena ! you value my Repofe at too 
cheap a Bale, 

When you expofc a Life fo dear to me 
To fo mnch Danger, as to fight Tker/ander. 

CUo. I am not the firft Perfon of my Sex 
Has drawn a Sword upon an Enemy ; 
Do you not fay he is my Father's Murderer? 
And does he not deprive me of that Crown, 
You fay the Gods have deftin'd me to wear ? 

Queen. Tis true, he's Son to him that kiU'd thy Father; 
But bating that, he has committed nothing 
But what ivou'd rather caufe efteem than hate. 

CUo. Pardon me, Madam, if 1 am fore' J to fay 
My Sentiments cannot correfpond with yours. 

Queen. What think you of a Husband in this Prince ? 

CUo. How, Madam, marry Ther/ander\ 

Queen. The King has gencroufly offcr'd it ; 
My Council do approve it, and the Army 
Cannot contain their Joy for the bled News. 

Geo. Gods ! let the Council and the Army perifh. 
E'er I lofe one Tingle Moment of my Satisfaction ; 
Is this the Hate which with my Milk you made me fuck 
For all that Race? is this th' Effecl of my fierce Education ? 

Queen, All things mud be preferr'd to lb' Publick Good, 
When join'd with my Commands. 

CUo. What you Command. I dare not difobey : 
But, Madam, I oefecch you do not claim 
That cruel Duty here. 

Queen. You'll find it fit to chance that peevifh Humour, 
And I will leave you to conlider of it [Exit. 

CUo. Gods ! marry me, marry me to Tker/ander ! 

No, not whilft this remains in my I'oflcllion ; 

[Pulls out a Dagger. 

1 mud confefs it is » generous Offer; 

C: How 
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How came it in their Souls ? 

Sent. Madam, perhaps Love has infpir'd it 

Cleo. Hah, Love that Miracle may be ; 

When I reflect upon the Prince's words, 

When he had vanquifti'd me 1 do not doubt it ; 

Then he confefs'd he had a Paffion for me ; 
I wonder at the fudden Birth of it 

Sent. Madam, your Eyes make Captives at firft light. 

Cleo. Oh my dear Eyes, how (hall I love ye now, 
For wounding more than my dull Sword could do ? 
Twas Anger and Revenge that gave ye Charms, 
Only to help the weaknefs of my Arms : 
Ana when my Woman's Courage feeble grew, 
My Heart did kindly fend its Aids to you. 
And thou, Therfander, furely canfl not blame 
My Cruelty, who do allow thy Flame : 
Love on, love on ; and if thou doft defpife 
All other ways, I'll kill thee with my Eyes. 

She Jits down, and writes. Enter a Page. 

Page. Madam, there is without an Officer 
Who Dad me tell your Highnefs that he waits. 

Cleo. Admit him and Page, give you this Letter to 

the Queen. 

Sent. Madam, it is Vallentio whom you fent for. 

Enter Vallentio. 

Cleo. Vallentio >, I believe thee brave and honeft. 

Vol. Madam, the laft I dare affirm. 

Cleo. Tell me, Vallentio, didft thou ever love ? 

Val. Madam, your Intereft, my Arms, and a brave 
Enemy. 

Cleo. But didft thou never feel a fofter Paflion ? 

Val. Madam, I own, tho with a Blulh I do fo, 
I've felt the Power of two fair Eyes ; 
And I have Wounds that yet would bleed afrefh, 
Should but the cruel Murderefs appear. 

Cleo. Then thou art fit to hear a Secret from me ; 
— But firft, Vallentio, tell me who I am. 

VulL My Princefs, Madam, and my General ; 
And one, who from your Power of Beauty holds 
No lefs Dominion o*er th* adoring World, 
Than from the Grcatnefs you were born to. 

+ Cleo. 
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CUo. And you're contented I thould be your Queen ? 

Vol. Madam, 1 am Pimantt has been prating. 

{Afide. 

CUo. The Army too are of your mind. 

Vol. 1 cannot anfwer for the Army. Madam. 

CUo. But what think you of Or/anus ? 

Vol. Madam, I think he merits to be King 
In any other World but where you reign. 

CUo. And what if £ would have him King of this ? 

Vol. Why then he (hall be King, if you would have 
itfo. 

CUo. Yes, I would have it, by my felf I would ; 
This is the time to let the Monarch know 
The Glories he was born to ; 

Nor can 1 die in Peace till he be crown'd. [A fid*. 

1 11 have this Nation happy in a Prince, 
A Prince they long in ulence have bemoan'd, 
Which every flight occafion breaks out loud, 
And foon will raifc them up to a Rebellion, 
The common People's God on Holy-days. 
— And this, ValUntio, I have often obferv d ; 
And 'tis an Ac\ too humble for my Soul, 
To court my Mf into fecurity. 

Sem. Madam, the Gods do difapprove his Reign, 
Which they not only fay (hall be but fliort, 
But Bloody and Tyrannick. 

CUo. I will expound that Oracle, 
Which Priefts unridling make more intricate : 
They faid that he Ihould reign, and fo he did, 
Which laded not above a pair of Hours. 
But I my felf will be his Oracle now, 
And (peak his kinder Fate, 

And I will have no other Pried but thee, [To Vallcntio. 
Who lhall unfold the Mydcry in plain terms. 

VaL Madam, the City and the Army are, by this Defeat, 
Enough inclined to hear that Rcafon. 

CUo. Gqron already has Indruftions what to do, 
And you need none, wanting no Refolution. 

VaL If I mifcarry, Madam, 111 be condemn'd, 
Never to look my Foe iW Face again. 

CUo. Hade, and be profperous [Exit. VaL 

G 3 Semiris, 
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do? 

CUo. Now, I will die and now thou know 1 !! my 

WilL 

Sem. Ah Madam, 'tis too much you let me know, 
Denying me t' attend you where you go, 
With fuch a Guide I cannot err. 

CUo. Alone I'll go, the Journey is not far 
In naffing ; tho I mifs ihe Aids of Day, 
Yet my CUmantkis lights me on my way. 
Why doll thou weep '! indeed thou art unkind. 

Sem. I weep becaufe you'd leave me here behind ; 
Doubting my Love, I beg you wou'd permit 
That 1 might give you the Lift proof of iL 
I in your laft adventure was too flow, 
And will not be dcnyM my Duty now. 

CUo. Thou fhow*(l a Soul fo generous and free, 
That I'm contented thou fhou'dft follow me j 
Come, dry thy Eyes, fuch helps we do not need ; 
To eafe our Griefs, we mull not weep but bleed. [Exeunt. 
Enter Vailcntio pafftng over the Stage is met by a 
R<\bble of Citizens. 

i Cit. Weil, Colonel, have you delivered our Grie- 
vances to the Queen ? 

Vai. Yes, 1 have. 

I CU. Well, and what Succefs ? Ihall wc have a King ? 

Val. And why a King r why fhould you be thus earned 
for a King ? what good will a King do you ? he's but a 
finglc Man, cannot redeem the loft Victory, cannot raife 
up your dead Members, no, nor levy new ones. 

t Cit. That's all one Colonel, we will have a King : 
for look ye, Colonel, we have thought of a King, and 
therefore we will have one. Hah Neighbours ! a fubftan- 
tial Reafon. 

Alt. Ay, ay, a King, a King. 

Vol. I like your Refutation, but not your Rcafon ; and 
mull have a better than that. 

I Cit. 'Sha, Sir, we can give you many, that's fu/fiei- 

cnt ; as look you, Sir, 'tis firft a new thing to have a 

King 
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King— a thing— a thing— we have not been acquainted 
with in our Age : befidcs, we have loft the Victory, and 
we are very angry with Come body, and muft vent it fame- 
where. You know, Colonel, we have bufy Heads, 
working Brains, which mull be executed ; therefore what 
fay you, are we to have leave to ihut up Shop, and go to 
work with long Staff and Bilbo, or are we to be very 
mutinous, and do't in fpite of you] 

Vol. You fhall not need : go, (hut up your Shops, ga- 
ther your Fellow- mutineers together, and meet me at the 
Citadel ; but be fure you are well arm'd, left the Queen's 
Guards prevent you. 

I Ctt. I warrant you For honeft true Hearts enough at 
any mifchief, tho not to go againft the Scythians ; for, 
Colonel, we love Civil Wars, Colonel, Civil Wars. 

Vol. Make haftc, and then I'll (hew you my Orders 
for the King's deliverance. 

Cit. Oh incomparable Colonel: we will raife thy Statue 
in Brafs in the Market-place, and worlhip it when we have 
done — but harkye, Colonel, are we to give no Quarter ? 

Vat. None to thofe that oppofe you. 

All. No, no, none, none. 

at. Oh how this will pleafe ye all, my Mates— 

[ atizens go out. 
Enter Pimante. 

Pirn. Oh Colonel, the Princefs, Colonel. 

Vol. Well, Sir. 

Pirn, She's fled away, and none knows whither. 

Vai. I left her in her Tent juft now. 

Pirn. Ay, ay, Colonel, that's all one, (he's gone juft 

as ihe fhou'd have been married too there's the Devil 

on't ! Oh the Days we fhou'd have feen ! the dancing, 
loving Days I 

Val. Cone alone? 

Pirn. No, no, that diffembling thing Saniris is with 
her ; (he only left a Letter for the Queen, which (he has 
fenl to the Prince of Scyt/it'a. Oh, adieu, adieu, to Love 
and Mufick. [Goes out crying. 

Vat. This is ftrange — if Ihe be gone, 'lis time the King 

were free— I'll haile to meet the Rabble, that it may not 

G 4 look 
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look like an ac*l of my own. [Exit. 

SCENE, Therfander'j Tent : He enters 
with a Letterinhis Handopen with At- 
tendants. 

Ther. Be gone, 111 read the Letter o'er again, 
And here imprefs thy Cruelty, and fee what that will do 
To fet me free. 

Ther. reads the Letter 

Finding it impoffiblc to obey your unkind Commands, 
I am fled, and do refolve never to marry that 
Barbarian, whofe Crimes are only known tome', no, 
nor any other that cannot bring me his Head; where- 
to I follicite Artabazes, and lfmenes, if they will 
obey 

Qeomena. 
If I confult my Reafon, and my Courage, 
They fay I fhould not love this cruel Maid. 
But oh my Reafon, you're too weak to counfel ; 
111 think of nothing then but dying for her, 
Since 'tis my Life me asks, and here demands it. 
But 'tis in vain to arm my happy Rivals, 
For I my felf can more devoutly ferve you. 
Tis I will pierce this unaccepted Heart, 

Whofe Flames are found fo criminal. 

Enter Lyfander. 
Lyf. Sir, there's without a Youth that defires admittance. 
j, her. From whom comes he ? 
Lyf He would not tell me that, but has a Letter, 
Which hell deliver only to your Highnefs. 

Ther. Bring him in, it may be from Amintas. 
Enter Clcomena drefl like a Country-Shepherd, comes bow- 
ing to him, gives him a JVole. 

Ther. readsto himfclf 

Guard thee^well, Therfander ; for thou fhalt die by 
the Hand that brings thee this. 

[Sheflabs him ; he falls into Lyfander'j Arms. 
Cleo. Here's to thee, dear Clemanthis 

Lyf Help, Treafon, help 

Ther. 
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Ther. Ah lovely Youth, who taught thee fo much cru- 
elty? 
And why that Language with that angry Blow ? 
Cleo. Behold this Face, and then inform thy felf. 

[Dif covers her felf, 
Ther. Tis Cleomena / oh ye Gods, I thank yc ! 
It is her Hand that wounds me, 
And 111 receive my Death with perfect Joy, 
If I may be permitted but to kifs 
That blefled Hand that fent it 

Enter King and Guards. 
King. Therfander murder'd ! oh inhumane Deed / 
Drag the Traitor to a Dungeon, till we have 

Invented unheard of Tortures to deftroy him by 

[The Guards fei2e Cleo. and Sem. who were jufl entrmg. 
My Wounds are deep as thine, my dear Therfander ; 
Oh fatal Day, wherein one fatal Stroke 
Has laid the Hopes of Scythia in his Tomb ! 

[The Guards go to carry Geo. and Sem. 
Ther. calls 'em back. 
Ther. Oh flay, and do not bear fo rudely off 
Treafurcs you cannot value. 
— Sir, — do not treat her as my Murderer, 

But as my Sovereign Deity 

Inftead of Fetters, give her Crowns and Scepters ; 

And let her be conducted into Dada, 

With all the Triumphs of a Conqueror. 

For me, no other Glory I defire, 

Than at her Feet thus willingly to expire. 

[Goes to throw himfelfat her Fect y they prevent 
it, and go off. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 



rT)F 

Hry; 



A Council-Table; the King o/Scytina-feafed on a Tkr&u, 
Officers, Attendants, and Guards. 



Ring the fair Prifoner forth, and let's c 
What Reafons coultl infpire her with this Cni- 

— How beautiful fhe is ! [Coxes on her. 

Enter Geomena in Fellers, Lyfander, with Guards. 

CUo. Thy Silence fecms to liccnfe me to fpea.lt, 
And tell Ihee, King, that now our Faults are equal ; 
My Father thou hail kill'd, and I thy Son ; 
This will fufficc to tell thee who I am. 
— Now take my Life, fince 1 have taken his, 
And thou fhalt fee 1 neither will implore 
Thy needlefs Clemency by any Word or Sign : 
But if my Birth or Sex can merit ought, 
Surfer me not to ianguifh any longer 
Underthcfe fhameful Irons. [With/cam. 

King. Cruel as Fair, 'tis with too much injustice 
Thou fa/ft our Crimes are equal : 
For thou haft kill'd a Prince that did adore thee ; 
And I depriv'd thy Father of his Life, 
When he atTaulied mine in open Field, 
And fo, as cannot leave a (tain on thee, 
Or give thee Caufe to fay I've done thee wrong. 
But if I had, wherefore (oh cruel Maid) 
Didfl thou not fpare that Heart that d/d for thee, 



ling of TArrfander, 
ickly follow after, 
feck excufes for my actions, 



The Father's Life would qui 
Cleo. I will not feck excul 
Bui I protefl to thee before the Gods, 
It was not to revenge my felf on ihcc 
I kill'd thy Son ; 
But what he fuffered was for his own 
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For he has banilh'd from me all on Earth 

That could compleat my Happinefs \Weeps. 

And now difpofe my Defliny as you pleafe, 

Only remember that I am a Woman. 
King, What thou haft faid will find but little credit ; 

But yet if Ther/ander lives. 

And if it pleafe the Gods to fpare that Life, 

I fhall have Generofity enough 

To fet thee free in favour of thy Sex, 

And my Thcrfaiktcr's Love. 

Cite, Not dead ! why fhould the Gods protect him 1 
King. Her Soul's poffefl with fomc defpair. 

Madam, I doubt you need not fear his Life, 

He will obey, and die as you defire \Wteps. 

But not with Satisfaction, till he fee you 

Conducted into Dacia. 

I fhould not of my feif have been fo generous, 

T' have given \;< m freedom with the Life of him 

Who did deferve a kinder Deftiny j 

But 'tis his Will,— and poffible his lafL 

Therefore you're free, and may depart this Camp 

Whene'er you pleafe ; only this favour grant, 

?f an unhappy King may hope for any) 
oull fuffer him to take his laft fareweL 

CUo. Immortal Gods ! how can it be ? a Man 
Wliofe Wickednefs arm'd mc againlt his Life, 
Shou'd fhew fuch a Virtue in the reft of 's Actions ! 

Sir, I will fee the Prince, 

Not as the Price of what you offer'd me, 
But that he may confefs he did deferve 
A Death lefs glorious than I have given him : 
And I fhall take it well if he will own 
That which may juftify my Offence to you. 

King. Madam, 1 thank you 

Difmifa her Fetters, and if fhe pleafe, 

Let her have Garments fuiiablc to her Sex, 

Only theGuards attend her at adiftance. [Go out/cverally. 
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S C E N E II. The Grove. 

Enter Amintas, dre/1 like a Sliepherd, Urania like d^hep- 
herde/s, the Druid, Lyces, and other dancing Swains, &c. 

Druid. Sir, I'm afraid you have made 100 bolda venture: 
And tho your Wounds were more numerous than dange- 
I am not willing you mould trull 'em to the Air. (rous, 

Arnin. Father, your Skill has wrought a perfect Cure, 
For which, the Life you fav'd you (hall command. 

Ura. M e too h' has freed of all my jealous Fears, 
By this eternal Knot 'twixt thee and me 
Which he has tied, and Fate can ne'er undo. 

Father to you I owe Amintas' Liberty — 

To you his Life ; and now for all my Joys, 
Which if my future Service can repay, 
Command with Freedom her you have prefcrv'd. 

Amin. Come, dear Urania, let's haften to the Camp ; 
For I impatient grow to fee my Prince ; 
Heaven knows what my Mifliap may have procuHd him. 

lira. How loth I am to leave thefe pretty Shades, 
The Gods and Nature have delign'd for Love i 
Oh, my Amintas, wou'd I were what 1 leem, 
And thou fome humble Villager, hard by, 
That knew no other plcafure than to love, 
To feed thy little Herd, to tune a Pipe, 
To which the Nymphs Ihould liflcn all the Day ; 
We'd taflc the Waters of thefe Cryftai Springs, 
With more delight than all delicious Wines; 
And being weary, on a Bed of Mofs, 
Having no other Canopy but Trees, 
We'd lay us down, and tell a thoufand Stories. 

Amin. For ever fo I'd be content to dwell, 
I wou'd put off all frightful Marks of War, 
And wou'd appear as fofl and calm to thee, 
As arc thy. Eyes when lilently they wound. 
An Army I wou'd quit to lead thy Flock, 
And more efleem a duplet wreath'd by thee, 
Than the victorious Laurel. 



But come, Love makes us idle. 




Druid. 
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Druid. My Prayers ever go along with vou, 

And your fair Bride, Urania. 1 cou'd wifh 

My Youth and Vigour were as heretofore, 

When only Courts and Camps cou'd make me happy ; 

And then I wou'd not bid farewel fo foon 

To fo much Virtue as I've found in you. 

A nun. I humbly thank you, Father, for a Goodnefs 
That fhames my poor Returns. 
Come pretty Lyces, and thou honefl Damon, 
With all the reft of our kind Train ; 
Let's haflen to the Camp, during this Truce, 
Your little ruflick Sports will find a welcome. 

Ura. There are no Women in the Camp, my Lord. 

Amin. No matter, thou canft not hate a Soldier, 
Since I am one ; and you muft be obedient, 
And learn to bear my Bow and Arrows now, 
It is the Duty of a Scythian's Wife. 

Ura. She that can claim Amintas by fuch Ties, 
May find a Safety wherefoe'er (he flies. [Exeunt 

SCENE III. A Prifon. 

Enter Orfames joyful, and Geron. 

Orf. Am I indeed a King ? 
And is there fuch a thing as fair Olympia f 
Hadfl thou not been the firft had told me this, 
By Heaven thou'dft dy*d for thus concealing it ; 
Not all the Obligations of my Youth 
Should have prelerv'd thee. 

Ger. Till now I wanted Opportunity ; 
For had you known your Quality before, 
You wou'd have grown impatient of the Crown, 
And by that Halle have overthrown your Intcrcft 

Orf. And canfl thou now provide, againft my Igno- 
rance? 

Ger. Sir, we have gain'd the Army on our fide. 

Orf What's that ? 

Ger. Thofe Numbers that I told you mould adore you 

Orf When (hall I fee them, Geron f 

Ger. E'er long, Sir ; fhould your Deliverance 

Be 
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Be wrought by any other Means than theirs, 
It were to fnatch a Glory from their Hands, 
Which they dcfign their only Recompence. 

Or/. Oh how I am tranTported with the Joy ! 
But Geron, art thou fure we do not dream 1 

Ger. Then Life it felfs a Dream 

Hark, I hear the noife 

Within.] Kill the Dog—down with him, 

Or/. Oh how I'm ravilht with this unknown Noife. 

Wiiliin^ Break down the Prifon -Walls and Gates, and 

force your Paffage 

Enter Valient io, /ollov/d by a Rabble of Citizens and 
Officers, dragging in the Keeper all bloody. 

Vol. No killing to day, my Fellow- Soldiers, if you 
can help it ; we will not ftain our Triumphs in Blood— 
[7 hey all /land and gase. Orf. gazes on (hem. 

Ye Gods, inftruft me where to bow my Knee 

But this alone mull be the Deity 

[Kneels, Orf, lets him kneel, and gases on him. 

t Cil. Is that the King, Neighbour, in fuch mean 
Clothes? 

Corel. Yes, Goodman Fool, why fhould the Colonel 
kneel elfci 

2 Cit. Oh pray Neighbour let me fee a little, I never 
faw a King in all the days of my Life. Lord, Lord ! 
is that he the Colonel kneels to ? 

Corel. What Queftions this ignorant Fellow asks ! 

3 Cit. Good lack-a-day, 'tis as a Man may fay— 'tis 
jult fuch another Body as one of us, only he looks a lit- 
tle more terribly. 

Ger. Sir, why do you let him kneel ? 

Or/. Rife, and let me look upon thee. 

Vol. Great Sir, we come to offer you a Crown, 
That long has waited for this great Support ; 
It ought to have been prefented in a more glorious order, 
But Time and your Affairs permit not that. 
A thoufand Dangers wait upon Delay ; 
But tho the World be yours, it is not fafc 
Depending on a fickle Multitude, 
Whom Intertfl, and not Kcafon renders iuft. 

Orf. 
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Or/. Thou art a wondrous Man, 

I Cit. Good Corel, (land back, and let me fee a little ; 
my Wife loves Newaltics abominationly, and I mud tell 
her fomething about the King. 

Corel. What a Pox have we to do with your Wife? 
Hand back. 

Vol. Now deign, great Sir, to arm your Hand with 
this — [Gives Orf. a Sword, he gases oa it. 

Nay, view it well, for tho it be but homely. 
It carries that about it can make the Wearer proud ; 

— an Edge pray feel it, Sir, 't has dealt 

Many a mortal Wound 

See how it dares the Sun for Iirightncfs, Sir .' 

Or if there be a Stain, it is an Ornament, 

DyM in the Blood of thofe that were your Enemies : 

It never made a Blow or Thruft in vain. 

How do you like it, Sir 1 

Or/. So well, I know not whether this or thee 
Be moft agreeable to me ; 
You need not teach me how I am to ufe it, 
That I will leave for thofe that dare offend me. 
Look Geron, is it not a glorious ObjecY) 
There's nothing but my bright Olympics Eyes 
That can out-glittcr this. 

I Cit. Hah Simon, did he not talk bravely ? 

Val. Come, Sir, 'tis time you left this Dungeon for a 
Throne ; 
For how's the time to make the World your own. 

Alt /hauling Vive 1c Roy, Vive le Roy. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. A Tent. 

Enter Cleomena and Semiris, dre/l as Women again. 
Sem. Dear Madam, I cou'd wifh you wou'd neep ,<■ 

Cleo. That Peace I have not been acquainted with 
Since my Clemanthi? Death ; 
Yet now methinks my Heart's more calm and Hill, 

And I perhaps may thus expire in lilence 

— Prithee, Semiris, take thy Lute and fing tot, 

Whilft 
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Whllft I will try to deep. {Lies down on a Conchy Sem. 

plays andfings. 

SONG, made by J. Wright Efq; 

Fair Nymph, renumber all your Scorn 

Will be by Time repaid ; 
Thofe Glories which that Face adorn, 
Andflourijh as the rifine Morn, 

Muft one day fet and fade. 
Then all your cold Difaain for me 
Will but increafe Deformity, 
When Jlill the kind will lovely be. 

Compafflon is of lofting Praifej 

For thafs the Beauty nJer decays. 

Fair Nymph, avoid thofe Storms of Fate 

Are to the Cruel due ; 
The Powers above, tho ne'er fo late, 
Can be, when they revenge your Hate, 

As pitilefs as you. 
Know, charming Maid, the Powers divine 
Did never fuchf oft Eyes defign 
To wound a Heart fo true as mine : 

That God who my dear Flame infused, 
Will never fee it thus abused. 

Return, my dear Clemanthis, oh return, 

[Geo. rifes as in a Dream. 
And fee 'tis not into thy lovely Bofom 
That I have fent my Vengeance. 

Sem. What mean you, Madam ! 

Cleo, But thou, poor Ghoft 

Inftead of hailing me to my Revenge, 
Endeavoured to touch me with Companion. 

Sem, Madam, who is't you follow thus and fpeak to ? 

Cleo. Therfander. why do'ft rob me of that Face ? 
Is't to difarm me of my Indignation ? 

Sem. Oh, Madam, what do you do ? 

Cleo. Ha ! do'ft thou fee nothing ? 

Sem. 
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Sent, Not any thing. 

Cleo. Vender's the Scythian with Clemanthis* Face, 
Or elfe Clemanthis with T/ter/ander t s Wound. 

Senu Compofe your Thoughts, dear Madam, 'twas a 
Dream, 
An idle Dream, born from a troubled Fancy. 
How was it, Madam ? 

Cleo, Methought I faw Clemanthis^ 
As when he was moil charming to my Soul, 
But pale and languifhing, having a Wound 
Like that I gave his Murderer 
To which with one oPs Hands he feem'd to point ; 
The other (Iretching out with paftionate Actions, 
And gazing on me, — thus methought he fpoke : 
— See how you recompenfe my faithful Sufferings, 
— See the performance of your Promifes ; 
Look on this Wound which you have given my Heart, 
That Heart that Hill adoiM you : 
And yet you're not content with all thefe Cruelties, 
Tho even in your Anger and my Death, 
I dill continue faithful and fubmiffive. 

Thus fpoke the lovely Phantom. 

Enter Pimante. 

Pirn. Madam, there waits without a Servant to the 
Prince. 

Cleo. He may come in. 

Enter Lyfander. 

Lyf. Madam, my dying Prince begs you may know 
How willingly he does obey your Will, 
And dying (lill implores you wou'd believe 
He's guilty of no fault but having lovM you, 
For which prefumption he deferves to die ; 
— But 'tis not by your Dagger, but your Eyes : 
That was too weak to exercife your Will, 
Your Cruelty had power alone to kill ; 
And now from you one Vifit he implores, 
And after that he'll trouble you no more. [IVetfls. 

Cleo. That I will grant to fatisfy the King. 

Lyf. When he is dead 

He'll fend the Spirit of Clemanthis to you, 

M Who 
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Who (hall upbraid you with your Cruelty, 
And let you fee, in wounding of Therfander^ 
You've found the readied way to kill Clemanthis. 

CUo. What means he by thefe Words ? 

Lyf. He humbly begs youl pardon the rough treatment 
YouVe had among the Scythians, 
Whofe Crown, he fays, Clemanthis promised you, 
And he intreats you would accept it from him. 

CUo. To fend the Spirit of Clemanthis to me 

How this agrees with my fad Dream ! 

How did thy Mailer know 

Clemanthis promised me the Crown of Scythia t 

[Advances towards Lyf. and Jhe ftarts. 

— Sure I have feen that Face before 

— Art not Ly/dnder, Page to Clemanthis ? 

Lyf. Madam, I am, and ever ferVd that Mailer. 

How couldfl thou then come near his Enemy ? 



Lyf. Madam, it was by his Command I came. 

Cleo. How could Clemanthis love his Murderer ? 
It is no wonder then that generous Spirit 
Came while I flept, and pleaded for the Prince. 

Lyf. What means the Princefs ? 

Enter Pimante. 

Pirn. Oh Madam, I have News to tell you that will 
make you forfwear ever fighting again. 

Cleo. What mean you ? 

Pirn. As I was pafling thro a Street of Tents, 
I (aw a wounded Man dretcht on the ground ; 
And going, as others did, to learn his Fate, 
I heard him fay to thofe that drove to help him, 
Alas, my Friends, your Succours are in vain ; 
For now I fee the Gods will be reveng'd 
For brave Clemanthis* Murder. 
How ! cr/d I out, are you then one of thofe 
Therfander fent to kill that Cavalier ? 
Therfander, cr/d he, had no hand in it ; 
But Artabazes fet us on to kill him. 
Here he began to faulter in his Speech ; 
And fure he fpoke the truth, for 'twas his lad. 

Clco. 
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Cleo. This looks like Truth. Tkcrftinder's every Attion 
Declared loo much of Virtue and of Honour, 
To be the Author of fo black a Deed. 
— Tell him, I'll vifit him, and beg his pardon. 

[To Lyf. who bows and goes out. 
—Generous Therfander, if this News be true, 
My Eyes (hall Ipare fome drops for injuring you. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to TherfanderV Tent, he in a Night- 
gown fitting on a Couch ; by him the King, Officers, 
Attendants. Enter Cleomcna, Semiris, Pimante, 
Lyfander ; tke King rifes to meet Cleo. and feats 
hir in a Chair by him. 

Cleo. Therfander, I am come to beg thy pardon, 
If thou art innocent, as I mull believe thee, 
And here before the King to make Confeflion 
Of what 1 did refufe the Queen my Mother. 
— Know then, I lov'd, and with a perfect Paffion, 
The mod unfortunate of Men, Clemanthis. 
His Birth I never knew, but do believe 
It was illuftrious, as were all his Actions ; 
But I have loft him by a fata! accident. 
That very day he fhould have fought with you. [ Weeps. 

Ther. Gods '. where will this end? [Afide. 

Cleo. But e'er the fatal moment of his Death, 
Ifmenes beg'd to know who did the Murder : 
But he could anfwer nothing but Therfander, 
And we bcliev'd it you. 
Then Love and my Revenge made me a Soldier ; 

Y(>u know the reft 

And duubtlefs you've accus'd me with Ingratitude. 

Ther. No, I ftiall ne'er complain of Clcomena, 

[He kneels before her. 
If fhc ftill love Clemanthis. 

Cleo. There needs no more to make me know that 

Oh Hay, this Joy too fuddenly furprizes— 

[Ready to f won. 
—Gently diftil the Iilifs into my Soul, 

Left 
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Left this Excefs have the effefls o! Grief: 
—Oh, my C/emanthis ! do I hold thee faft > 
And do 1 find thee in the Prince of Seythtal 

King. I lofe my Reafon by this (Irange encounter ! 

Ther. Was't then a fecret to my Clcomena, 
That her Clemanthis was the Prince of Scythia ? 
I ftill believ'd that was his only Crime. 

Cteo. By all my Joys I knew it not — hut fure 
This is Enchantment ; for it is as certain 
Thefe Eyes behcid thee dead. 

Pirn. Ay, and fo did I, I'll be fwom. 

Ther. That muft be poor Amintus in my Drcfs, 
Whofe Story when you know, you will bemoan. 

CUo. But oh my Life ! the cruel Wound I gave thee, 
Let me be well affur'd it is not mortal, 
Or I am loft again. 

King. The Surgeon gives me hopes, and 'twere con- 

You (houkl forbid him to not to fpeak too much 

Enter a Soldier. 

Sold. Arm, arm, great Sir, I think the Enemy 
Is rallying afrefh, for the Plain is cover'd 
With numerous Troops, which fwiftly make this way. 

King. They dare not break the Truce. 

Sola. I know not, Sir, but fomething of a King I 
heard them talk of 

CUo. It is Viillfiilio that has kept his word 

Receive 'em. Sir, as Friends, not Enemies ; 
It is my Brother who ne'er knew till now 
Ought of a peopled World. 

King. I long to fee that Monarch, whofe Friendlhip 1 
muft court for you, fair Princefs : 
If you'll accept Therfander whom I ofi'er'd, 
I do not doubt an happy Peace on both fides. 

CUo. Sir, 'tis an Honour which wc ought to fue for. 

Ther. And 'tis to me a Bleffing 

I wanted Confidence to ask of Heaven. 

Enter Orf. VaL Hon. Art Ifm. Soldiers, 4c. Orf. 
dre/l gay -with a Truncheon in his Hand, advances 
firft, is met by the King, -who gase on each ether. 

Orf. If thou be'ft he that art Orfamei Enemy, 
I do demand a Sifter at thy Hands. 



King. 
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n call'd by all that yet have view'd me : 

■ — Look on me well 

Doft fee no marks of Grandure in my Face ? 
Nothing that fpeaks me King ! 

King. I do believe thou art that King, and here 

{Gives him Geo. 
I do refign that Sifter thou demanded. 

Or/. It is a Woman too ! another Woman ! 
I wou'd embrace thee if I duril approach thee. 

Cleo. You need not fear, you may embrace your 
Siller — [Cleo. embraces him. 

Or/. This is the kindert Woman I e'er faw. 

Cleo. Brother, behold this King no more your Enemy, 
Since I mufl pay him Duty as a Father. 

Enter Queen, Olympia, Women. 

Or/. Hah, Olympia ! fare 'tis an airy Vifion 

Ger. Approach her, Sir, and try. 

Qu. Permit a wretched Mother here to kneel. 

King. Rife Madam, and receive me as your Friend; 
This pair of Lovers has united all our Interefts. 

[Points to Cleo. 

Qu. Heavens ! what's this I fee, CUmanthis 
And the Prince of Scythia ? 

Ther. Yes, Madam, and a Man that humbly begs 

The happy Title of your Son Honorius 

Of you I ask the greatefl Pardon— [Talks to Olympia. 

Or/. I am a King, and do adore thee too, 
And thou (halt rule a World with me, my Fair ; 
A Sword I'll give thee, with a painted Bow, 
Whence thou (halt (hoot a thoufand gilded Arrows. 

OJym. What to do, Sir 1 

Or/. To fave the expence of Cruelty ; 
For they will kill as furc, but rightly aim'd ; 
This noble Fellow told me fo. [To Vat 

Otym. Sir, I'll do any thing that you will have me : 
But now the Queen your Mother, Sir, expeils you. 

Or/. Inlb-uct my Eyes, Olympia, for 'tis lately 
I've learnt of fome fuch thing. 

Olym. This, Sir, you ought to kneel to her. 

Orf. 
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Or/. Mull I then kneel to ought but Heaven and thee ? 

Qu. My dear Or/anus, let my Tears make way. 
Before I can allure thee of my Joy. 

Or/. Gods ! how obliging is this kind Concern j 
Not all my Paffion for my fair Olympia 
Cou'd ever yet betray mc to a Tear. [Weeps. 

Qjt Thou'A greater need of Anger than of Tears, 
Having before thy Eyes thy worll of Enemies, 
One that has long deprivM thee of a Crown, 
Thro what (he thought her Duty to the Gods ; 
But now repents her fupcrflitious Error, 
And humbly begs thy Pardon. 

Or/. I will, if you'll implore Olympia but to love me, 

Qu. I will, my Or/amcs ; and 'tis the only Prefent 
I can make to expiate my Fault 

Or/. And 111 receive her as the only thing 
Can make me both a happy Subject and a King. 
Oh Gero/t, flil) if this fhould prove a Dream ! 

Ger. Sir, Dreams of Kings are much lefs pleafant. 
Enter Lyfander. 

Lyf, Sir, there are without fomc Shcphcrdeffcs, 
Who fay they wou'd prefent you [To Ther. 

Something that will not be unwelcome to your Highnefs. 

Thcr. Let them come in 

They /eat them/elves. Enter Amin. Ura. maikt, Shep- 
herds, Shepherdejes, followed with Pipes, or Wind- 
Mufick. They darttt ; after -wkieh Amin. kneels to 
the Prince, Ura. to the Prinee/s. 

My dear Amintas, do I find thee live T 

Fortune requites my Sufferings 
With too large a [hare of Happinefs. 

Amin. Sir, I do live to die again for you. 

Ther. This, my Divine, is he who had [To Geo. 

The Glory to be bewail'd by you ; for him you wept, 
For him had almoft dy"d. 

Amin. That Balm it was, that like the Weapon-falve 
Heals at a diflance 

Cleo. But why Amintas, did you name Ther/ander, 
When you were askt who wounded you ? 
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Amitu Madam, if lofs of Blood had given me leave, 
I wou'd have told you how I came fo habited, 
And who I was, tho not how I was wounded. 

King, Still I am in a mift, and cannot fee the happy 
path I tread. 

Ther, Anon we will explain the Myflery, Sir. 

Hon, Now, great Orfames t 'tis but juft and fit 
That vou receive the Rites of Coronation, 
Which are not to be paid you in a Camp ; 
The Court will add more to that joyful Day. 

King. And there we'll join our Souls as well as Swords, 
Our Interefts as our Families. 

Orf I am content that thou fhou'dft give me Laws : 
Come, my Vallentio, it mall ne'er be faid 
I recompense thy Services 
With any thing lefs grateful than a Woman : 

Here, I will chufe for thee 

And when I know what 'tis I more can do, 
If there be ought beyond this Gift, 'tis thine. 

[Gives kirn Sem. 

Ther. Scythia and Dacia now united are : 
The God of Love o'ercomes the God of War. 

After a Dance of Shepherds and Shepher defies* the 
Epilogue is fpoken by Mrs. Barry, as a Nymph ; at 
his Royal Htghneftsfecond Exile into Flanders. 



EPILOGUE. 

A F TE R our Plowing Play of mighty Pains, 
jr\ We here prefent you humble Nymphs and Swains, 
Our rufHck Siorts fometimes may Princes pieafe, 
And Courts do oft divert in Cottages y 
And prize the Joys with fome young rural Maid, 
On Beds of Grafs beneath a lovely Shade, 

f Bove 
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'Bove all the Pride of City Jilts, whofc Arts 

Are more to gain your Purfcs than your Hearts ; 

Wliofe ehtefejl Beauty lies in being fine ; 

Ami Coynefs is not Virtue, but Defi & n. 

We ufe no Colours to adorn the Face, 

No artful Looks, nor no qfficled Grace, 

The neighbouring jlream femes for a Looking-glafs. 

Ambition is not known within our Groves; 

Here's no Difputc for Empire, but for Loves ; 

The humble Swain his Birth-right here enjoys, 

And fears no Danger from the public Voice; 

No Wrong nor Infolence from bufy Powers, 

No Rivals here for Crowns, but thofe of Flowers ; 

His Country and his Flocks enjoys with eafe. 

Ranges his native Fields and Groves in Peace ; 

Norforc'd by Arbitrary Votes to fly 

To foreign Shores for his Security. 

Our humble Tributes uncompelld we pay, 



Nor do his Wreaths o 
Nopublick Mif chiefs a. .__. 

And Malice won't/ be bufy here i. 

Fathers and Sons jufl Love and Duty pay ; 
1*his knows to be indulgent, that t'obey. 
Here's no Sedition halchl, no other Plots, 
But to entrap the Wolf that fleals our Flocks. 
Who then wou'd be a King, gay Crowns to wear, 
Feftlefs his Nights, thoughtful his Days with Care; 
Whofc Greatnefs, or whofi Goodnefs can't fecure 
From Outrages which Knaves and Fools procure T 

Greatnefs, be gone, we bantfh you from hence. 
The noblefl State is lowly Innocence. 
Here honefl Wit in Mirth and Triumph reigns, ] 

Mufick and Lovefhall ever blcfs our Swains, 
And keep the Golden Age within our Woods and Plains. ) 
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CITY HEIRESS 

OR, 

Sir Timothy Treat-alL 



PROLOGUE, 

Written by Mr. Otway> Spoken by Mis. 

Barrey. 




\OW vain have praifd the Labours of the Staffs 
Inftriving to reclaim a vitious Age/ 
Poets may write the M if chief to impeach, 
You care as little what the Poets teach, 

As you regard at Church what Parfons preach. 

But where fuch Folies, andfuch Vices reign. 

What honeft Pen has Patience to refrain T 

At Church, in Pews, ye mofl devoutly fnore ; 

And here, got dully drunk > ye come to roar : 
Vol. II. Ye 
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Ye go to Church to glour, and ogle there, 
Ana come to meet more Itud convenient here. 
With equal Zeal ye honour eil/ier Place, 
And runfo very evenly your Race, 
Ye improve in Wit jujl as you do in Grace. 
It mufl befo,fome Damon has poffefi 
Our Land, and vie have never Jince been Heft, 
Yehavefeen it alt, or heard of its Renown, 
In Reverend Shape itjlalk'd about the Town, 
Six Yeomen tall attending on its Frown. 
Sometimes ■with humble Note and zealous Lore, 
'Twou'd play the Apojlolick FuncTion der : 
But, Heaven have mercy oh us -when it/wore. 
Whene'er it /wore, to prove the Oaths -were true. 
Out of its much at random Halters flew 
Round fome unwary Neck, by Magick thrown, 
ThofMl the cunning Devil fail d its own : 
For when the Inchantment could no longer loft, 
The/ubtte Pug mojl dextroujly tineas'd, 
Left awful Form for one more feeming pious, 
A nd in a moment var/d to defy us ; 
Fromfilken Dotlor home-fpun Ananias : 
Left the lend Court, and did in City fix, 
Where Mil, by its old Arts, it plays new Tricks, 
And fills the Heads of Fools with Politicks. 
This Damon lately drew in many a Gueft, 

To part with zealous Guinea for no FeafL 

Who, but the mofl incorrigible Fops, 

For ever doom'd in difmal Cells, calPd Shops, 

To cheat and damn them) elves to get their Livings, 

Won'd layfweet Money out in Sham- Thankfgivingt ! 

Sham- Plots you may have paid for o'er and der -, 

But who e'er paid for a Sham- Treat before 1 

Had you not better feat your Offerings all 

Hitherto us, than Scqueftrators Hall? 

I being your Steward, Juflice had been done ye ; 

I cou'dhave entertain' a you worth your Money. 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Sir Timothy Treat-all, an old feditious } 

Knight, that keeps open Houfe forf » Mokes 

Commonwealthfmen and true blue Pro- ( 

teflants, Uncle to T. Wilding, ) 

Tom Wilding, a Tory, his difcarded Ne- \ Mr Betterion% 

phew, 
Sir Anthony Meriwill, an old Tory w- 7 

Knieht of Devon/hire, \ Mr ' *** % 

Sir Charles Meriwill, his Nephew, a \ 

Tory alfo, in love with L. Galliard, > Mr. Williams. 

and Friend to Wilding, S 

Drejpwell, a young-Gentlemen, Friend to l »- «*_,_„,. 
Wilding/ ] Mr. Bowman. 

Foppington, a Hanger-on on Wilding Mr. Jevon. 
Jervice, Man to Sir Timothy. 



Footmen, Mufick, 6W. 



WOMEN. 



Lady Galliard, a rich City-Widow, in } M _ »-_, 
love with Wilding, \ Mrs# iiarry% 

^S* C Ci eir ^ S ' ^ l0VC ^^ JMffcAitor. 
Zteww, Miftrefs to JFi7<#«^,andkeptby I Mrs g^^, 

him. J 

Mrs. docket, a City Baud and Puritan, Mrs. Notice. 
Mrs. Clofet, Woman to Lady Galliard, Mrs. Lee. 

SCENE, Within the Walls ^/"London. 

H 2 ACT 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 



Enter Sir Timothy Treat- all, folio itfd by Tom Wilding 
bare, Sir Charles Mcriwill, F&ppingtan, and Footman 
with a Clokc. 

[ROUBLE me no more : for I 
am refolv'd, deaf and obdurate, 
d'ye fee, and fo forth. 

Wild. I befeech ye, Uncle, hear 
me. 

Sir Tim, No. . 

Wild. Dear Uncle 

Sir Tim. No. 

Wild, You will be raortifyd 

Sir Tim. No. 

Wild. At lcaft hear me out, Sir- 
Sir Tim. No, I have heard you out too often, Sir, till 
En have talkt me out of many a fair Thoufand ; have 
d ye out of all the Bayliffs, Serjeants, and Cond.iblcs 
Clutches about Town, Sir ; have brought you out of all 
the Surgeons, Apothecaries, and pocky Doctors Hands, 
that ever pretented to cure incurable Difeafes ; and have 
ctoil yc out of the Books of all the Mercers, Silk-Men, 
Exchange-men, Taylors, Shoemakers, and Sempllrefles ; 
with all the reft of the unconfcionablc City-tribe of the 
long Bill, that had but Faith enough to trull, and thought 
me Fool enough to pay. 

Sir Char. But, Sir, confider, he's your own Flefh and 




Sir Tim. That's more than you or any of his wife Af- 
foeiatcs can tell. Sir. 

Sir Char. Why his wife Aflbctatcs ? Have you any Ex- 
ception to the Company he keeps ? This reflects on mc 
and young DrcffwH, Sir, Men both of Birth and For- 

Sir Tim. Why, good Sir Ckarhs MerivHll, let mc tell 
you, fince you'll have it out, That you and young Dreff- 
well are able to debauch, deflroy, and confound all the 
young imitating Fops in Town. 

Sir Char. How, Sir I 

Sir Tim. Nay, never huff, Sir ; for I have fix thoufand 
Pounds a Year, and value no Man : Neither do 1 f peak lb 
much for your particular, as for the Company you keep, 
fuch Termagant Tories as thefe, [To Fop.] who are the 
very Vermin of a young Heir, and for one tickling 
give him a thoufand bites. 

Fop. Death 1 meaning me, Sir? 

Sir Tim. Yes, you, Sir. Nay, never Rare, Sir ; I 

fear you not: No Man's hefloringfignificslhis in the 

City, but the Conftables : no body dares be faucy here, 
except it be in the King's name. 

Sir Char. Sir, I confcfs he was to blame. 

Sir Tim. Sir Charles, thanks to Heaven, you may be 
leud, you have a plentiful Eilate, may whore, drink, 
game, and play the Devil : your Uncle, Sir Anthony 
M^riuill, intends to give you all his Eilate too. l)ut far 
fuch Sparks as this, and my Fop in Fafhion here, why 
with what Face, Confcience, or Religion, can they bc- 
leud and vitious, keep their Wenches, Coaches, rich Li- 
veries, and fo forth, who live upon Charity, and the Sins 
of the Nation 1 

Sir Char. If he hath youthful Vices, he has Virtues 



Sir Tim. Yes, he had, but I know 



, you have be- 



'outh, and had fame Reli- 
him, wou'd read ye Prayers Night and Morning 
laudable Voice, and cry Atnrn to 'em ; 'twould 
one one's Heart good to have heard him 
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wore decent Clothes, was drunk but on Sundays and 
Holidays; and then I had Hopes of him. [Still weeping. 

Wild. Ay, Heaven forgive me. 

Sir Char. But, Sir, he's now become a new Man, is 
calling off all his Women, is drunk not above five or fix 
times a week, fwears not above once in a quarter of an 
Hour, nor has not gam'd this two Days 

Sir Tim. Twas becaufe the Devil was in's Pocket then. 

Sir Char.— Begins to take up at Coffee- Houfes, talks 
gravely in the City, fpeaks fcandaloufly of the Govern- 
ment, and rails moR abominably againft 'the Pope and the 
French King. 

Sir Tim. Ay, ay, this (hall not wheedle me out of one 
Enelijk Guinea ; and fo 1 told him ycflcrday. 

Wild. You did fo, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Ves ; by a good Token you were witty upon 
me, and fwore I lov'd and honoured the King no where 
but on his Coin. 

Sir Char. Is it poffible, Sir? 

Wild. God forgive me, Sir ; I confefs I was a little 



overtaken. 

Sir Tim. Ay, fo it fhou'd feem 
.own Chamber, and > 
Sir Char. How ! 
tis a fcandal on him 
Sir Tim. No, 



he miftook his 
my Maid's. 
your Maid's! Sure, Sir, 



, he makes his brags on*t, Sir. Oh 
that crying Sin of lloafting ! Well fare, I fay, the Days 
of old Oliver; he by a wholcfom Afl made it death to 
boafl ; fo that then a Man might whore his Heart out, 
and no body the wifer. 

Sir Char. Right, Sir, and then the Men pafs'd for fober 
religious Perfons, and the Women for as demure Saints — 

Sir Tim. Ay, then there was no fcandal ; but now they 
do not only boafl what they do, but what they do not 

Wild. Ill take care that' fault fhall be mended, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Ay, fo will I, if Poverty has any Fears of 
Mortification ; and fo farewel to you, Sir. [Going. 

Wild. Slay, Sir, you arc rcfolv'd to be fo cruel then, 
and ruin all my Fortunes now depending? 

Sir Tim. Mod religioufly 

Wild. 
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Wild. You are 1 

Sir Tim. I am. 

Wild. Death, I'll rob. 

Sir Tim, Do nnd be hangM. 

Wild. Nay, I'll turn Papift. 

Sir Tim. Do and be damn'd. 

Sir Char. Blcfs mc, Sir, what a Scandal would that be 
to the Family of the Trent-alls .' 

Sir Tim. Hum ! I had rather indeed he tum'd Turk 
or Jeto, for his own fake ; but as for fcandalizing me, 
I defy it : My Integrity has been known ever fince Forty 
one ; I bought three Thoufand a year in Bifhops Lands, 
as 'tis well known, and loft it at the King's return j for 
which I'm honour'd by the City. 

But for his farther Satisfaction, Confolalion, and De- 
ftruction, know. That I Sir Timothy Treat-all, Knight 
nnd Alderman, do think my felf young enough to marry, 
d'ye fee, and will wipe your Nofe with a Son and Heir of 
my own begetting, and fo forth. [Going away. 

Wild. Death ! marry J 

Sir Char. Patience, dear Tom, or thou'l fpoil all. 

Wild. Damn him, I've loft all Patience, and can dif- 
femble no longer, tho I lofe all — Very good, Sir ; hark- 
ye, 1 hope fhe's young and handfome ; or if fhe be not, 
amongft the numerous lufty ftomacht Whigs that daily 
nofe your publick Dinners, fome may be found, that ci- 
ther for Money, Charity, or Gratitude, may requite your 
Treats. You keep open Houfe to all the Party, not for 
Mirth, Generofity or good Nature, but for Roguery. 
You cram the Brethren, the pious City-Glnttons, with 
good Cheer, good Wine, and Rebellion in abundance, 
gormandizing all Comers and Goers, of all Sexes, Sorts, 
Opinions and Religions, young half-witted Fops, hot- 
headed Fools, and Malecontcnts : You guttle and fawn 
on all, and all in hopes of debauching the King's Liege- 
people into Co mm on wealth fmen ; and rather than lofe a 
Convert, you'll pimp for him. Thefe are your nightly 

Debauches Nay, rather than you fhall want it, I'll 

cuckold you my felf in pure Revenge. 

Sir Tim. How ! Cuckold his own natural Uncle \ 

H 4 Sir Char, 



1 76 The Citv Heiress,- or. 

Sir. Char. Oh, he cannot be to profane. 

Wild. Profane ! why he denyM but now the having 
any (hare in me ; and therefore 'tis lawful. I am to live 
by my Wits, you fay, and your old rich good-natur'd 
Cuckold is as fure a Revenue to a handfome young Cadet, 
as a thoufand Pound a Year, Your tolerable Face and 
Shape is an Eilatc in the City, and a better Bank than 
your Six per Cent, at any time. 

Sir Tim. Well, Sir, fince Nature has fumiiht you fo 
well, you need but up and ride, (how and be rich ; and 
fo your Servant, witty Mr. Wilding. 

[Goes out. He looks after hint. 

Sir Char. Whilfl I am labouring another's good, I 

^uitc negle^l my own. This curfed, proud, difdainful 
ady CalHard, is ever in my Head ; (he's now at 
Church, I'm fure, not for Devotion, but to (hew her 
Charms, and throw her Darts amongrt the gazing Croud ; 
and grows more vain by Conqueft. I'm near the Church, 
and muil ftep in, tho it coft me a new Wound. 

\\N\\A.Jlands paufmg. 

Wild. I am refolv'd Well, dear Charles, let's fup 

together to night, and contrive fome way to be re- 
veng'd of this wicked Uncle of mine. I muft leave thee 
now, for I have an Aflignation here at Chuch. 

Sir Char. Hah ! at Church ! 

Wild. Ay, Charles, with the dearell She-Saint, and I 
hope Sinner. 

Sir Char. What at Church ? Pox, I fhail be difcover'd 
now in my Amours. That's an odd place for Love- 
Intrigues. 

Wild. Oh, I am to pais for a fober, difcreet Per(on to 
the Relations; but for my Miftrefs, (he's made of no 
fuca fanftify'd Materials : (he is a Widow, Charles, 
young, rich, and beautiful. 

Sir Char. Hah ! if this ihou'd prove my Widow now. 

MM. 

Wild. And tho at her own difpofe, yet is much go- 
vem'd by Honour, and a rigid Mother, who is ever 
preaching to her againd the Vices of Youth, and t'other 
end of the Town Sparks ; dreads nothing fo much as her 
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Daughter's marrying a villanous Tory. So the young 
one is forc'd to diflemble Religion, the befl Mask to hide 
a kind Miflrefs in. 

Sir Char, This mufl be my Lady Galliard. [A fide. 

Wild. There is at prefent fome ill underflanding be- 
tween us: fome damn'd Honourable Fop lays fiege to 
her, which has made me ill received ; and I having a 
new Intrigue elfewhere, return her cold Difdain, but now 
and then (he crofles my Heart too violently to refifl her. 
In one of thefe hot Fits I now am, and mufl find fome 
occafion to fpeak to her. 

Sir Char. By Heaven, it mufl be fhe 1 am fludy- 

ing now, amongfl all our She-Acquaintance, who this 
fhou'd be. 

Wild. Oh, this is of Quality to be conceaPd ; but the 
dearefl loveliefl Hypocrite, white as Lillies, fmooth as 
Rufhes, and plump as Grapes after a Shower, haughty 
her Mein, her Eyes full of Difdain, and yet bewitching 
fweet ; but then fhe loves ; foft, witty, wanton, all 
that charms a Soul, and but for now and then a fit of 
Honour, Oh, damn the Nonfenfc ! wou'd be all my 
own. 

Sir Char. Tis fhe, by Heaven ! lA/ide.] Methinks this 
Widow fhou'd prove a good Income to you, as things 
now flan cL between you and your Uncle. 

Wild. Ah; Charles^ but I am othcrwife difpos'd of. 
There is the mofl charming pretty thing in nature fallen 
in love with this Perfon of mine, a rich City Heirefs, 
and I have her in poilelTion. 

Sir Char. How can you love two at once ? I've been as 
wild and as extravagant, as Youth and Wealth cou'd ren- 
der me ; but ne'er arrived to that degree of Leudnefs, to 
deal my Heart about : my Hours I might, but Love fhou'd 
be intire. 

Wild. Ah, Charles, two fuch bewitching Faces wou'd 

give thy Heart the lye : But Love divides us, and I 

mufl into Church. Adieu till Night. 

Sir Char. And I mufl follow, to refolve my Heart in 
That it dreads to learn. Here, my Cloke. [Takes his 
12 f\ 5 Cloke 
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Cloke from his Man, and puts it on.] Hah, Church is 
done ! See, they are coming forth ! 

Enter People cro/s (he Stage, as/ram Church ; amongft 
'em Sir Anthony McriWill, follo-w'4 by Sir Timothy 
Treat-all. 
Hah, my Uncle ! He mud not fee me here. 

[ Throws his Cloke over his Faei. 

Sir Tim. What my old Friend and Acquaintance, Sir 
Anthony Meriwtll ! 

S'aAnth. Sir Timothy Treat-ail\ 

Sir Tim. Why, how long have you been in Town, Sir ? 

Sir Anth. About three days, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Three days, and never came to dine with me ! 
'tis unpardonable ! What, you keep clofe to the Church, 
I fee ; You arc for the Surplice ft ill, old Orthodox you ; 
the Times cannot mend you, I fee. 

Sir Anth. No, nor ihall they mar me, Sir. 

Sir Char. They are difcourfing ; 111 pafs by. [AJide. 
[Ex. Sir Charles. 

Sir Anth. As 1 take it, you came from Church too. 

Sir Tim. Ay, needs mud when the Devil drives. I go 
to fave my Bacon, as they fay, once a Month, and that 
too after the Porridge is ferv*d up. 

Sir Anth. Thofc that made it. Sir, are wifer than we. 
For my part, I love good wholcfom DocVine, that 
teaches Obedience to the King and Superiors, without 
railing at the Government, and quoting Scripture for 
Sedition, Mutiny, and Rebellion. Why here was a jolly 
Fellow this Morning made a notable Sermon. By George, 
our Country- Vicars are mere Scholars to your Gentlemen 
Town-Parfons ! Hah, how he handled the Text, and run 
Divifions upon^ ! 'twould make a Man fin with mode- 
ration, to hear how he claVd away the Vices of the 
Town, Whoring, Drinking, and Convcnlicling, with the 
reft of the deadly number. 

Sir Tim. Good lack 1 an he were fo good at Whoring 
and Drinking, you'd bell carry your Nephew, Sir Charles 
Merivitl to Church ; he wants a little doc um entiling 
that way. 
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v, you not need be 
of the whole City, 






Sir Anlh. Hum ! 
Man can begin no D 
but you dill conclude with my Nephew. 

Sir Tim. Good Lord 1 Sir Antliimy, ; 
fo purty ; what I fay, is the Difcourfe of 
how lavifhly you let him live, and give ill Examples to ail 
young Heirs. 

Sir Anlh. The City 1 The City's a grumbling, lying, 
diflatisfy'd City, and no wife or honed Man regards what 
it fays. Do you, or any of the City, (land bound to his 
Scrivener or Taylor? He fpends what I allow him, Sir, 
his own ; and you're a Fool, or Knave, chufe ye whe- 
ther, to concern your felf. 

Sir Tim. Good lack ! I fpeak but what wifer Men dif- 

Sir Aittk. Wifer Men I wifer Coxcombs. What, they 
wou'd have me train my Nephew up, a hopeful Youth, to 
keep a Merchant's Book, or fend him to chop Logick in 
an Univerfity, and have him returned an arrant learned 
Afs, to limpet, and look demure, and flart at Oaths and 
Wenches, whim I fell his Woods, and grant Leafcs : 
And laftly, to make good what I have cozen'd him of, 
force him to marry Mrs. Crump, the ill-favourM Daugh- 
ter of fome Right Worfhipful. A Pox on all of fuch 

Guardians ! 

Sir Tim. Do, countenance Sin and Expences, do. 

Sir Anlh. What Sin, what Expences ? He wears good 
Clothes, why Trades-men get the more by him : he keeps 
his Coach, 'tis for his Eafe ; a Miltrefs, 'tis for his Plea- 
fure ; he games, 'tis for his Diverfion : And where's the 
harm of this ) is there ought elfe you can accufe him 
with? 

Sir Tim. Yes, — a Pox upon him, he's my Rival too, 

\Af,de. 
Why then 111 (ell you, Sir, he loves a Lady. 

Sir Anth. If that be a Sin, Heaven help the Wicked ? 

Sir Tim. Hut 1 mean honourably 

Sir Anlh. Honourably; why do you know any Infir- 
mity in him, why he (hou'd not marry ? [An^H/y. 

Sir Tim. Not I, Sir. 
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Sir An/A. Not you, Sir ? why then you're an Afs, Sir — 
But is this Lady young and handfom ? 

Sir Tim. Ay, and rich too, Sir, 

Sir A nth. No matter for Money, fo (he love the Boy. 

Sir Tim. Love him ! no, Sir, fhe neither docs, nor 
(hall love him. 

Sir A nth. How, Sir, nor (hall love him ! By George, 
but (he (hall, and lie with him too, if I pleafe, Sir. 

Sir Tim. How, Sir ! lie with a rich City- Widow, and 
a Lady, and to be married to a fine Reverend old Gen- 
tleman within a day or two ? 

Sir Anth. His Name, Sir, his Name ; 111 difpatch him 
prefently. [Offers to draw. 

Sir Tim. How, Sir, difpatch him ! Your Servant, 

Sir. [Offers to go. 

Sir Anth. Hold, Sir ! by this abrupt departure, I fancy 
you the Boy's Rival : Come, draw. [Draws. 

Sir Tim. How, draw, Sir ! 

Sir Anth. Ay, draw, Sir ; not my Nephew have the 
Widow ! 

Sir Tim. With all my Soul, Sir ; I love and honour 
your Nephew. I his Rival ! alas, Sir, Pm not fo fond of 
Cuckoldom. Pray, Sir, let me fee you and Sir Charles 
at my Houfe, I may ferve him in this bufinefs ; and fo I 
take my leave, Sir — Draw quoth-a ! Pox upon him for 
an old Tory-rory. [AJide. Exit. 

Enter as from Church, Lady Galliard, Clofet, and 
Footman : Wilding paffes carelejly her, Sir Charles 
Meriwill following, wrapt up in his Cloke. 

Sir Anth. Who's here ? Charles muffled in a Cloke 

peering after a Woman? My own Boy to a hair ! 

She's handfom too. I'll flep afide ; for I mufl fee the 
meaning on't. [Goes afide. 

L. Gal. Blefs me ! how unconcern'd he pafs'd ! 

Clof. He bow'd low, Madam. 

L. Gal. But 'twas in fuch a fafhion, as exprcfl lndif- 
ferency, much worfe than Hate from Wilding. 

Clof. Your Ladyfhip has us'd him ill of late ; yet if 
your Ladyfhip pleafe, I'll call him back. 

L. Gall. Ill die firfl Hah, he's going !— Yet now 

I think on't I have a Toy of his, which to exprefs my 

fcorn, 
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fcorn, 111 give him back now — this Ring. 

Clof. Shall I carry it, Madam ? 

L. Gall, You'll not exprefs Difdain enough in the Deli- 
very ; and you may call him back. [Clof. goes to Wild. 

Sir C/uir. By Heaven, (he's fond of him. [Afide. 

Wild. Oh, Mrs. Clofet ! is it you ? Madam, your 

Servant : By this Difdain, I fear your Woman, Madam, has 
miflaken her Man. Wou'd your Ladyfhip fpeak with me ? 

L. Gal, Yes. But what? the God of Love inftruc"l 

me. [Afide. 

Wild. Command me quickly, Madam ; for I have bu- 
finefs. 

L. Gal. Nay, then I cannot be difcreet in Love. [Afide. 
— Your bufinefs once was Love, nor had no idle hours 
To throw away on any other thought ; 
You lov'd, as if you had no other Faculties, 
As if you 'd meant to gain eternal Blifs, 
But that Devotion only : And fee how now you're changed. 

Wild. Not I, by Heaven ; 'tis you are only chang'd. 
I thought you'd lov*d me too, curfe on the dull miftake ! 
But when I begM to reap the mighty Joy 
That mutual Love affords, 
You turn'd me off from Honour, 
That Nothing, fram'd by fome old fullen Maid, 
That wanted Charms to kindle Flames when young. 

Sir Anth. By George, he's i'th' right [Afide. 

Sir Char. Death ! can (he hear this Language ? 

L. Gal. How dare you name this to me any more ? 
Have you forgot my Fortune, and my Youth, 
My Quality, and Fame ? 

Wild. No, by Heaven, all thefe increafe my Flame. 

L. Gal. Perhaps they might, but yet I wonder where 
You got the boldnefs to approach me with it 

Wild. Faith, Madam, from your own encouragement 

L. Gal. From mine ! Heavens, what Contempt is this ? 

Wild. When firfl I paid my Vows, (good Heaven for- 
give mc) 

They were for Honour all ; 
But wifer you, thanks to your Mother's care too, 
Knowing my Fortune an uncertain hope, 
My Life of Scandal, and my leud Opinion, 

Forbad 
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Forbad me with lhat way ; 'twas kindly ur^d ; 
You cou'd no I then forbid my Pa (lion loo, 
Nor did I ever from your Lips or Eyes 
Receive the cruel Sentence of my Death. 

Sir AtUk. Gad, a fine Fellow this ! 

L. Gal. To fave my Life, I wou'd not marry thec. 

Wild. That's kindly faid. 
But to fave mine, thou't do a kinder thing [ 
1 know thou wo"t. 

L. Gal. What, yield my Honour up ! 
And after find it facrifie'd anew, 
And made the fcorn of a triumphing Wife ! 

Sir Attth. Gad, fhe's i'th' right too \ a noble Girt 111 
warrant her. 

L. Gat. Hut you difihin to fitisfy there fears ; 
And like a proud and haughty Conqueror, 
Demand ttie Town, without the leaft Conditions. 

Sir Char, lly Heaven, fhc yields apace. 

Sir A nth. Pox on't, wou'd I had ne'er feen her; now 
I have Legions of ftnall Cupi'ils at Hot-cockles in my 
Heart 

Wild. Now I am paufing on that word Conditions. 
Thfiu fav'il thou won't uiii luive me marry thee ; 
That is, as if I lov*d thee for thy Eyes 
And put 'em out lo hate thee ; 

Or like our Stagc-fmittcn Youth, who fall in Love with a 
Woman for acting finely, and by taking her off the Stage, 
deprive her of the only Charm the had, 
Then leave her to ill Luck. 

Sir A nlh. (iail. he's i'th' righi a^ain too ! a rare Fellow! 

Wild, For Widow, know, hadfi. thou more Beauty, 
yet not all of 'em were half fo great a Charm as they not 
being mine. 

Sir Anth. Hum ! how wUl he make that out now ? 

Wild. The Healths of Love, Ike midnight kind Admit- 
tance, 
The gloomy Bed, the foft brcalh'd murmuring PalTion ; 
Ah, who can guefs al Joys thus fnalch'd by parcels t 
The difficulty makes us always wilhing, 
Whilft on thy part, fear makes Hill funic refinance ; 

And 
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And every Blefting feems a kind of Rape. 

Sir Anlh, H'as don't !- A Divine Fellow that ; juft 

of my Religion. I am ftudying now whether I was never 
acquainted with his Mother. 

[JL. Gal will's away, Wi\d. follows. 

L. Gal. Tempt me no more ! what dull unwary Flame 
Poffeft me all this while ! Confufion on thee, [in Rage. 
And all the Charms that dwell upon thy Tongue. 
Difcafes ruin that bewitching Form, 
That with the foft fcign'd Vows debaucht my Heart. 

Sir Char. Heaven ! can I yet endure ! [Afide. 



Or thou wilt rook me out of all a 

Wild. Marry ! thou canft not do a better thing ; 
There are a thoufand Matrimonial Fops, 
Fine Fools of Fortune, 
Good-natur'd Blockheads too, and that's a wonder. 

U Gal. They will be managM by a Man of Wit 

Wild. Right 

L. Gal. I have an eye upon a Friend of yours. 

Wild. A Friend of mine ! then he muft be my Cuck- 
old. 

Sir Char. Very fine I can I endure yet more ? [Afide. 

L. Gal. Perhaps it is your Uncle. 

Wild. Hah, my Uncle ! [Sir Charles makes ufi to 'em. 

Sir Anlk. Hah, my Charles ! why well faJd, Charles, 
he bore up briskly to her. 

Sir Char. Ah, Madam, may I prefume to tell you 

Sir Artth, Ah Pox, that was ftark naught ! he begins 
like a Fore-man o'th' Shop, to his Mailer's Daughter. 

Wild. How, Charles Mervwill acquainted with my 
Widow ! 

Sir Char. Why do you wear that fcorn upon your Face? 
I've nought but honeft meaning in my Paffion, 
WTiil ft him you favour fo profanes your Beauties, 
In fcorn of Marriage and Religious Rites, 
Attempts the ruin of your facred Honour. 

L. Gal. Hah, Wilding boafl my Love ! {Afide. 

SttAnlh. The Devil take him mv Nephew's quiteipoil'd? 
Why, 
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Why, what a Pox has he to do with Honour now ? 

L. Gal. Pray leave me. Sir. 

Wild. Damn it, fince he knows all, 111 boldly own my 
flame. You take a liberty I never gave you, Sir. 

Sir Char. How, this from thee ! nay, then I mud 
take more, 

And ask you where you borrowed that Brutality, 
T' approach that Lady with your faucy Paffion. 

Sir Anth. Gad, well done Charles 1 here mud be fport 
anon. 

Wild. I will not anfwer every idle Queftion. 

Sir Char. Death, you dare not. 

Wild. How, dare not ! 

Sir Char. No, dare not ; for if you did 

Wild. What durft you, if I did ? 

Sir Char. Death, cut your Throat, Sir. 

[Taking hold on him roughly. 

Sir Anth. Hold, hold, let him have fair play, and then 
curfe him that parts ye. [Taking 'em of under, they draw. 

L. Gal. Hold, I command ye, hold ! 

Sir Char. There reft my Sword to all Eternity. 

[Lays his Sword at her Feet. 

L. Gal. Now I conjure ye both, by all your Honour, 
If you were e'er acquainted with that Virtue, 
To fee my Face no more, 
Who durft difpute your Inter eft in me thus, 
As for a common Miftrefs, in your Drink. 

[She goes out, and all but Wild. Sir Anth. and 
Sir Char, who Jlands fadly looking after her. 

Sir Anth. A Heavenly Girl I — Well, now fhe's gone, 
by George, I am for difputing your Title to her by dint of 
Sword. 

Sir Char. I wo'not fight 

Wild. Another time will decide it, Sir. [Wild, goes out. 

Sir Anth. After your whining Prologue, Sir, who the 
Devil would have expected fuch a Farce ? — Come, Charles, 
take up thy fword, Charles ; and d'ye hear forget me this 
Woman. 

Sir Char. Forget her, Sir ! there never was a thing fo 
excellent ! 

Sir Anth. You lye, Sirrah, you lye, there's a thoufand 

As 
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As fair, as young, and kinder by this day. 

Well into th* Country, Charles, where every Grove 

Affords us ruflick Beauties, 

That know no Pride nor Painting, 

And that will take it and be thankful, Charles ; 

Fine wholefom Girls that fall like ruddy Fruit, 

Fit for the Gathering, Charles. 

Sir Char. Oh, Sir, I cannot relifh the coarfe Fare. 
But what's all this, Sir, to my prefent Paflion ? 

Sir Anth. Paflion, Sir ! you fhall have no Paflion, Sir. 

Sir Char. No Paflion, Sir ! (hall I have Life and Breath ? 

Sir A nth. It may be not, Sirrah, if it be my will and 
pleafure. 
— Why how now I faucy Boys be their own Carvers ? 

Sir Char. Sir, I am all Obedience. {Bowing and fighing. 

Sir Anth. Obedience! Was ever fuch a Blockhead! 
why then, if I command it, you will not love this Wo- 
man? 

Sir Char. No, Sir. 

Sir Anth. No, Sir ! But I fay, Yes, Sir, love her me ; 
and love her me like a Man too, or 111 renounce ye, 
Sir. 

Sir Char. I've tr/d all ways to win upon her Heart, 
Prefented, writ, watcht, fought, pray'd, kneel'd, and wept 

Sir Anth. Why there's it now ; I thought fo : kneel'd 

and wept ! a Pox upon thee 1 took thee for a prettier 

Fellow — 

You fhou'd have huft and blufteiM at her door, 

Been very impudent and faucy, Sir, 

Leud, ruffling, mad ; courted at all hours and feafons ; 

Let her not reft, nor eat, nor fleep, nor vifit. 

Believe me, Charles, Women love Importunity. 

Watch her clofe, watch her like a Witch, Boy, 

Till (he confefs the Devil in her, Love. 

Sir Char. I cannot, Sir, 
Her Eyes ftrike fuch an awe into my Soul 

Sir Anth. Strike fuch a Fiddle-flick. Sirrah, I (ay, 

do't ; what, you can towfe a Wench as handfomely 
You can be leud enough upon occafion. I known not the 
Lady, nor her Fortune ; but I'm refolvM thou (halt have 

her, 
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her, with pradlifing a little Courtfhip of my Mode-— 



ACT II. SCENE I. 
A Room. 

Enter Chariot, Foppington, and ClackeL 

Chart. 1 ? Nough, I've heard enough of Wilding's Vices, 
\ . to know I am undone. [Weeps. 

Galiiard his Miftrefs too! I never faw her, but 

I have heard her fam'd for Beaut) - , Wit, and Fortune : 
That Rival may be dangerous. 

Fop. Ves, Madam, the fair, the young, the witly Lady 
Galhard even in ihc height of all his Love to you ; nay, 
even whilil his Uncle courts her for a Wife, he defigns 
himfelf for a Gallant. 

Chart. Wondrous Inconftancy and Impudence ! 

Mrs. Clack. Nay, Madam, you may rely upon Mr. 
Foppington'% Information ; therefore if you refpect your 
Reputation, retreat in time. 

Chart. Reputation ! that I forfeited when I ran away 
with your Friend Mr. Wilding. 

Mrs. Clack. Ah, that ever 1 ihou'd live to fee [Weeps.] 
the fole Daughter and Heir of Sir Nicolas Get-all, ran 
away with one of the leudeil Heathens about Town ! 

Chart. How, your Friend, Mr. Wilding,!. Heathen; 
and with you too Mrs. Clacket ! that Friend Mr. Wilding, 
who thought none fo worthy as Mrs. Clacket, to trufl with 
fo great a Secret as his flight with me ; he a Heathen ! 

Mrs. Clack. Ay, and a poor Heathen too, Madam. 
'Slife, if you mufl marry a Man to buy him Breeches, 
marry an honeft Man, a religious Man, a Man that bears 
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a Confcicncc, and will do a Woman fomc Rcafon 

Why here's Mr. Fofipington, Madam ; here's a Shape, 
here's a Face, a Back as (Irait as an Arrow, 111 warrant. 

Charl. How ! buy him Breeches ! Has Wilding then no 
Fortune ? 

Fop. Yes, Faith, Madam, pretty well ; fo, fo, as the 
Dice run ; and now and then he lights upon a Squire, 
or fo, and between fair and foul Play, he makes a (hift 
to pick a pretty Livelihood up. 

Charl. How ! does his Uncle allow him no prefent 
Maintenance ? 

Fop. No, nor future Hopes neither : Therefore, Ma- 
dam, I hope you will fee the Difference between him and 
a Man of Parts, that adores you. {Smiling and bowing. 

Charl. If I find all this true you tell me, I (hall know 
how to value my felf and thofe that love me. 

This mayjbe yet a Rafeal. 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. Miflrefs, Mr. Wilding 1 * below. [Exit. 

Fop. Below ! Oh, Heaven, Madam, do not expofe me 
to his Futy, for being too zealous in your Service. 

[In great Di/iirder. 

Charl. I will not let him know you told any thing, Sir. 

Fop. Death ! to be feen here, would expofe my Life. 

[To Claeket. 

Mrs. Clack. Here, here, flep out upon the Stair-cafe, 
and (lip into my Chamber. [Going out, returns in fright. 

Fop. Owns, he's here ; lock the Door fad ; let aim 

Mrs. Clack. Oh, Heavens, I have not the Key ! hold 
it, hold it fa/l, fweet, fweet Mr. Foppington. Oh, fhould 
there be Murder done, what a Scandal wou'd that be to 
the Houfe of a true Proteftant ! [Knocks. 

Char. Heavens ! what will he fay or think, to fee me 
dun in with a Man ? 

Mrs. Clack. Oh, I'll fay you're fick, afleep, or out of 
Humour. 

Chart. I'd give the World to fee him. [Knocks. 

Wild. [Without] Chariot, Chariot ! am I denyM an 
entrance ( By Heaven, I'll break the Door, 

[Knocks again ; Fop. flitl holding it. 
Fop. 
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Fop. Oh, I'm a dead Man, dear Clacket \{K no eking fHIL 

Mrs. Clack. Oh, hold Sir, Mrs. Chariot is very tick. 

Wild, How, fick, and I kept from her ! 

Mrs. Clack. She begs you'll come again an Hour hence. 

Wild, DelavM ! by Heaven I will have entrance. 

Fop. Ruin'd! undone 1 for if he do not kill me, he 
may ftarve me. 

Mrs. Clack. Oh, he will not break in upon us ! Hold, 
Sir, hold a little ; Mrs. Chariot is juft — juft — (hitting her 
felf, Sir ; you will not be fo uncivil as to prefs in, I hope, 
at fuch a Time. 

Churl. I have a fine time on't, between ye, to have 
him think I am flripping my felf before Mr. Foppington — 
Let go, or 111 call out and tell him all. 
[Wild, breaks open the Door and ruflus in : Fop. /lands 
clofe up at the entrance till he is pa/l him, then ven- 
turing to flip out, finds Wild, has made faft the 
Door: fo he is ford a to return again and fland clofe 
up behind Wild, ivithftgns of Fear. 

Wud. How now, Chariot, what means this new Un- 
kindnefs ? what, not a Word ? 

Chart. There is fo little Mufick in my Voice, you do 
not care to hear it ; you have been better entertain'd, I 
find, mightily employed, no doubt. 

Wild. Yes faitn, and fo I have, Chariot : damn'd Bu- 
finefs, that Enemy to Love, has made me rude. 

Chart. Or that other Enemy to Love, damn'd Wench- 
ing. 

Wild. Wenching ! how ill haft thou tim'd thy Tealoufy ! 
What Banker, that to morrow is to pay a mighty Sum, 
wou'd venture out his Stock to day in little Parcels, and 
lofe his Credit by it ? 

Chart. You wou'd, perfiduous as you are, tho all your 
Fortune, all your future Health, depended on that Credit. 

[Angry. 

Wild, So, hark ye, Mrs. Clacket, you have been pra- 
ting I find in my Abfence, giving me a handfom Cha- 
racter to Chariot You hate any good thing fhou'd go 

by your own Nofe. \Afidc to Clacket. 

Mrs. Clack. By my Nofe, Mr. Wilding ! I defy you : 

I'd 
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I'd have you to know, I fcorn any good thing fhou'd go 
by my Nofe in an uncivil way. 

Wild. I believe fo. 

Mrs. Clack. Have I been the Confident to all your Secrets 
this three years, in Sicknefs and in Health, for richer, for 
poorer ; conceal'd the Nature of your wicked Difeafes, 
under the honefl Name of Surfeits ; call'd your filthy 
Surgeons, Mr. Do<5lor, to keep up your Reputation ; 
civilly received your t'other-end of the Town young Re- 
lations at all Hours 

Wild. High! 

Mrs. Clack. Been up with you, and down with you 
early and late, by Night and by Day : let you in at all 
Hours, drunk and fober, fingle and double ; and civilly 
withdrawn, and modeflly (hut the Door after me ? 

Wild. What ! The Storm's up, and the Devil cannot 
lay it 

Mrs. Clack. And I am thus rewarded for my Pains ! 

[Weeps. 

Wild. So Tempefls arc allay'd by Showers of Rain. 

Mrs. Clack. That I fhou'd be chargM with fpeaking ill 
of you, fo honefl, fo civil a Gentleman 

Char I. No, I have better Witnefs of your Falfhood. 

Fop. Hah, S'death (he'll name me ! 

Wild. What mean you, my Chariot ? 
Do you not think I love you ? 

Char I. Go ask my Lady Galliard, fhe keeps the bed 
Account of all your Sighs and Vows, 
And robs me of my deareft fofter Hours. [Kindly to him. 

Mrs. Clack. You cannot hold from being kind to him. 

[Afide. 

Wild Galliard! How came (he by that Secret of my 
Life? [A fide.} Why ay, 'tis true, 1 am there fometimes 
about an Arbitration, about a Suit in Law, about my Un- 
cle. 

Charl. Ay, that Uncle too 

You fwore to me you were your Uncle's Heir ; 
But you perhaps may chance to get him one, 
If the Lady prove not cruel. 

Wild. Death and the Devil, what Rafcal has been pra- 
ting 
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tin? (o her ! 

Cfoir/. Whiia I am referVd for a dead Lift, if 
prove unkind, or wicked Uncles refractory : 
Yet I cou'd love you tho you were a Slave, 

[/« a /of I Tone to him. 
And I were Queen of all the Univerfe. 

Mrs. Clack. Ay, there you fpoil'd all again you for- 
got your felf. 

Chart. And all the World when he looks kindly on me. 
But 111 take Courage and be very angry. [A fide. 

Nor do your Perjuries red here; you're equally as falfe to 
G>tlliard, as to me ; falfe for a little Miftrefs of the Town, 
whom you've fet up in fpite of Quality. [Angry. 

Mrs. Clack. So, that were home and handfom. 

Wild. What damn'd Informer does fhe keep in penfion. 

Chart. And can you ihink my Fortune and my Youth 
Merits no better Treatment ? [Angry. 

How cou'd you have the Heart to ufc mcfo? [So/I to him. 
I fall infenlibly to Love and Fondncfs. [A/ide. 

Wild. Ah, my dear Chariot J you who know my Heart, 
can you believe me falfe ! 

Charl. In every - Syllable, in every Look; 
Your Vows, your Sighs, and Eyes, all counterfeit. 
You (aid you lov"d me, where was then your Truth ? 
You fwore you were to be your Uncle's Heir ; 
Where was your Confidence of me the while, 
To think my Generofity fo fcanted, 
To love you for your Fortune ? 

How every Look betrays my yielding Heart ! [Afide. 

No, finec Men are grown fo cunning in their Trade of 

Love, the neceffary Vice I'll praflife too. 

And chaffer with Love- Merchants for my Heart. 

Make it appear you are your Uncle's Heir, 

I'll marry ye lo morrow. 

Of ail thy Cheats, that was the mod unkind, 

Becaufe you thought lo conquer by that Lye. 

Tonight 111 be rcfolvM. 

Wild. Hum ! to night ! 

Charl. To night, or I will think you love me for my For- 

Which if you find clfewhcrc to more advantage, (tune ; 

I may 



Sir Timothy Treat-all. 



191 



I may unpitied die and I fhou'd die 

If vou mould prove untrue. [Tenderly to him. 

Mrs. Clack. There you've dafht all again. 

Wild. I'm refolv'd to keep my Credit with her 

Here's my Hand ; 

This Night, Chariot, I'll let you fee the Writings. 

— But how i a Pox of him that knows for Thomas. 

[Afidt. 

Char/. Hah ! that Hand without the Ring ! 
Nay, never lludy for a handfom Lye. 

Wild. Ring 1 Oh, ay, I left it in my Drefiing-room 
this Morning. 

Chart. See how thou haft injur"d thy Tongue to Falf- 
Did you not fend it to a certain Creature (hood ! 

They call Diana, 
From off that Hand that plighted Faith to me ? 

Wild. By Heaven 'tis Witchcraft all; 



For ready Meat and Wine — 111 kill the Fool— hah, here ! 
[ Turns quick, and fees hint behind him. 

Fop. Here, Lord ! Lord ! 
Where were thy Eyes, near Wilding t 

Wild. Where they have fp/d a RafcaL 
Where was this Property conceal'd ? 

Fop. Conceal'd ! What doll thou mean, dear Tom T 
Why 1 Hood as plain as the Nofe on thy Face, mun. 

Wild. But 'tis the ungrateful Quality of all your fort 
to make fuch bafe returns. 
How got this Rogue Admittance, and when in, 
The Impudence to tell his treacherous Lyes ? 

Fop. Admittance ! why thou art ftark mad : Did not 
I come in with you, that is, fullow'd you? 

Wild. Whither? 

Fofi. Why into the Iloufe, up (tairs, flood behind you 
when you fwore you wou'd come in, and follow'd you in ! 

Wild. Ml this, and I not fee ! 

Fop. Oh, Love's blind ; but this Lady faw me, Mrs. 
C 'locket faw me Admittance quotha ! 

Wild. Why did you not fpeak? 

Fop 



192 The City Heiress; or, 

Fop. Speak ! I was fo amaztt at what I heard, the vil- 
lanous Scandals laid on you by fome pick-thank Rogue or 
other, I had no Power. 

Wild. Ay, thou knoVft how I am wrong'd. 

Fop. Oh mofl damnably, Sir ! 

Wild. Abufe me to my Miftrefs tod ! 

Fop. Oh, Villains ! Dogs ! 

Charl. Do you think they have wrong'd him, Sir ? for 
111 believe you. 

Fop. Do I think, Madam ? Ay, I think him a Son of 
a Whore that faid it ; and I'll cut his Throat 

Mrs. Clack. Well, this Impudence is a heavenly Virtue. 

Wild You fee now, Madam, how Innocence may fuf- 
fer. 

Charl. In fpite of all thy villanous diflembling, 
I mud believe, and love thee for my quiet 

Wild That's kind ; and if before to morrow I do 
not (hew you I deferve your Heart, kill me at once by 

quitting me Farewel — [Goes out with Fop.] I know 

where both my Uncle's Will and other Writings lie, by 
which he made me Heir to his whole Eftate. 
My Craft will be in catching ; which if pail, 
Her Love fecures me the Kind Wench at laft \Afide. 

Mrs. Clack. What if he mould not chance to keep his 
Word now ! 

Charl. How, if he fhou'd not ! by all that's good, if 
he (hou'd not, I am refolvM to marry him however. We 
two may make a pretty Shift with three thoufand Pound 
a year ; yet I wou'd fain be refolv'd how Affairs (land 
between the old Gentleman and him. I wou'd give the 
World to fee that Widow too, that Lady Galliard. 

Mrs. Clack. If you're bent upon't, I'll tell you what 
we'll do, Madam : There's every Day mighty Feafling 
here at his Uncle's hard by, and you (hall dhguife your 
f elf as well as you can, and fo go for a Niece of mine I 
have coming out of Scotland ; there you will not fail of 
feeing my Lady Galliard, tho, I doubt, not Mr. Wilding, 
who is ot late difcarded. 

Charl. Enough ; I am refolv'd upon this Defign ; let's 
in and prac~Ufe the northern Dialect. [Ex. both. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. The Street. 

Enter Wilding and Foppington. 
Wild. But then Diana took the Ring at laft ? 
Fop. Greedily, but rail'd, and fwore, and ranted at 
your late Unkindnefs, and wou'd not be appeas'd. 
Enter Dreffwcll. 
Wild. Dreffwellt I was jufl going to fee for thee. 
Dref. I'm glad, dear Tom, I'm here to ferve thee. 
Wild. And now I've found thee, thou muft along with 

Dref. Whither? but I'll not ask, but obey. 

Wild. To a kind Sinner, Frank. 

Dref. Pox on 'em all ; prithee turn out thofe pretty 
Tyrants of thy Heart, and fit it for a Monarch, Love, dear 
Wilding, of which thou never kncw"ft the Pleafure yet, 
or not above aday. 

Wild. Not knew the Pleafure ! Death, the very Effcnce, 
the firft Draughts of Love. Ah, how plcafant 'tis to drink 
when a Man's a dry ! 
The reft is all but dully lipping on. 

Dref. And yet this Diana, for thither thou art going, 
thou hall been conflant to this three or four Years. 

Wild. A conftant Keeper thou mean 'ft ; which is in- 
deed enough to get the Scandal of a Coxcomb : But I 
know not, ihofe fort of Baggages have a kind of Fafcina- 

tion fo inticing and faith, after the Fatigues of formal 

Vifits to a Man's dull Relations, or what's as bad, to Wo- 
men of Quality ; after the bufy Afflictions of the Day, 
and the Debauches of the tedious Night. 1 tell thee, Frank, 
a Man's beft Retirement is with a foft kind Wench. But 
to fay Truth, I have a farther Defign in my Vifit now. 
Thou kno» J fl how I Hand pan hope of Crace, excom- 
municated the Kindnefs of my Uncle. 

Dref. True. 

Wild. My leud Debauches, and being o'th' wrong Par- 
ty, as he calls it, is now become an irreconcilable Quar- 
rel; fo that I having many and hopeful Intrigues now 
depending, efpecially thofe of my charming Widuw, and 
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my City-Heirefs, which can hy no means be carried on 
without that damn'd necefTary call'd ready Mony ; I have 
ftretcht my Credit, as all young Heirs do. till 'tis quite 
broke. New Liveries, Coaches, and Clothes mult be 
had, they mud, my Friend. 

Dref. Why do'ft thou not in this Extremity clap up a 
Match with my Lady Galliardi or this young Heirefs you 
fpeak of? 

Wild, But Marriage, Frank, is fuch a Bugbear! And 
this old Uncle of mine may one day be gathered together, 
and fleep with his Fathers, and then I (hall have fix thou- 
fand Pound a Year, and the wide World before me ; and 
who the Devil cou'd relifh thefe Blcfiings with the clog of 

a Wife behind him ? But till then, Money mull be had. 

I fay. 

Fop. Ay, but how, Sir ? 

Wild. Why, from the old Fountain, Jack, my Uncle : 
he has himfelf decreed it : He tells me, 1 rnuft live upon 
my Wits, and willj Frank. 

Fofi. Gad, I'm impatient to know how. 

Wild. I believe thee, for thou art out at Elbows ; and 
when I thrive, you (how it i'th' Pit, behind the Scenes, 
andat Coffee-houfes. Thy Breechesgive a better account 
of my Fortune, than Lilly with all his Schemes and Stars. 

Fop. 1 own I thrive by your influence, Sir. 

Dref. Well but to your Projeft, Friend, to which I'll 
fet a helping Hand, a Heart, a Sword, and Fortune 

Wild. You make good what my Soul conceives of you. 
Lefa to Diana then, and there I'll tell thee all 

[Going out, they meet Diana, •who enters with her 
Maid Betty, and Boy, looks angrily. 
* — is jufl going to thy Lodgings ! 



—Diana, I « 



Dia. Oh alas, you are too much taken up with your 
rich City-Heirefs. 

Wild. Thafs no caufe of quarrel between you and I, 
Diana : you were wont to be as impatient for my marry- 
ing, as I for the Death of my Uncle; for your rich Wife 
ever obliges her Husband's Milirefs ; and Women of your 
fort, Diana, ever thrive better by Adultery than Forni- 
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Dia. Do, try to appcafc the eafy Fool with thefe fine 

Expectations No, I have been loo often flancr'il 

willi the hopes of your marrying a rich Wife, and then I 
was to have a Settlement : but fnflead of that, tilings go 
backward with me, my Coach is vanifh'd, my Servants 
dwindled into one neceffary Woman and a Boy, which 
to favc Chaives, is too fmafl for any Service ; my twenty 
Guineas a Week, into forty Shillings; a hopeful Refor- 
mation ! 

Wild. Patience, Diana; things will mend in time. 

Dia. When, I wonder. Summer's come, yet I am 
ftill in my embroider'd Manleau, when I'm drcft, lin'd 
with Velvet ; 'twould give one .1 Fever but to look at 
me: yet Hill I am tUmm'd off with hopes of a rich 

Wife, whofe Fortune I am to lavifh. But I fee you 

have neither Confeience nor Religion in you ; I wonder 
what a Devi! will become of your Soul for thus ddu'lin a 
me ! \W*tpt. 

Wild, By Heaven, I love thee 1 

Dia. Love me! what if you do? how far wilt thit 
go at the Exchange for Point ? Will the Mercer take it 

for current Coin ? But 'tis no matter, I muft love a 

Wit with a Pox, when i might have had fo many Fools 
of Fortune : but the Devil take me, if you deceive me any 
longer. [ Wtt-ping. 

Wild. You'll keep your word, no doubt, now you have 

Dia. So I will. I never go abroad, but I gain new 
Conquefts. Happy's the Man that can approach neareft 
the Side-box where I fit at Play, to look at me I but if I 
deign to fmile on him, Lord, how the ovcrjoy'd Crea- 
ture returns it with a Bow low as the very Benches ; 
Then rifing, (hakes his Ears, looks round with Pride, to 
fee who took notice how much he was in favour with 
charming Mrs. Dy. 

Wild. No more, come, let's be Friends, Diana; for 
you and I muft manage an Uncle of mine. 

Dia. Damn your Project, 111 have none of 'cm. 
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Wild, Here, here's the beft foftner of a Woman's 
Heart ; 'tis Gold, two hundred Pieces : Go, lay it out, till 
you ihame Quality into plain .Silk and Fringe 

Dia. Lord you have the flrangcit power of perfuafion ! 
Nay, if you buy my Peace, I can afford a Pennyworth. 

Wild. So thou canfl of any thing about thee. 

Dia. Well, your Project, my dear Tommy? 

Wild. Thus then Thou, dear Frank, (halt to my 

Uncle, tell him, that Sir Nicholas Gilt-all, as he knows, 
being dead, and having left, as he knows too, one only 
Daughter his Executrix, Mrs. Chariot, 1 have by my civil 
and modeft Behaviour, fo won upon her Heart, that two 
Nights fmce fhc left her Father's Country-houfc at Lnfiim 
in Kent, in fpite of all her Uriel Guards, and run away 

Dref. How, wilt thou tell him of it then ? 

Wild. Hear me That I have hitherto fecur'd her 

at a Friend's Houfe here in the City; but diligent fearch 
being now made, dare truft her there no longer : and 
make it my humble Rcqueft by you, my Friend, (who are 
only privy to this Secret) that he wou'd give me leave to 
bring her home to his Houfe, whofe very Authority will 
defend her from being fought for there. 

Dref, Ay, Sir, but what will come of this, I fay? 

Wild. Why, a Settlement ; you know he has already 
made me Heir to all he has, after his deceafc : but for be- 
ing a wicked Tory, as he calls me, he has after the Wri- 
tings were made, fign'd, and Teal'd, refus'd to give 'em 
in truft. Now when he fees I have made my felf Maf- 
ter of fo vaft a Fortune, he will immediately furrender ; 
that reconciles all again. 

Drtf. Very likely ; but wo't thou truft him with the 
Woman, Thomas. 

Wild. No, here's Diana, who, as 1 fhall bedizen, 
fhall pafs for as fubftanlial an Alderman's Heirefs, as 
ever fell into wicked Hands. He never knew the right 
Chariot, nor indeed has any body ever feen her but an 
old Aunt and Nurfe, fhe was fo kept up— And there, 
Diana, thou (halt have a good opportunity to lye, dif- 
femble, and jilt in abundance, to keep thy hand in urc. 
Prithee 
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Prithee, dear Dttjfwel, hafle wiih the News to him. 

Ore/. Faith, I like this well enough ; this Proiecl may 
take, and 111 about :L [Goes out. 

Wild. Go, get ye home, and trick and betauder your 
felf up like a right City-Lady, rich, but ill-fafhion'd ; on 
with all your Jewels, but not a Patch, ye Gipfy, nor no 
Spanijk Paint d'ye hear. 

Dia. Ill warrant you for my part. 

Wild. Then before the old Gendeman, you muft be- 
have your felf very foberly, limple, and demure, and 
look as prew as at a Conventicle ; and take heed you 
drink not off your Glafs at Table, nor rant, nor fwear : 
one Oath confounds our Plot, and betrays thee to be an 
arrant Drab. 

Dia. Doubt not my Art of Diflimulation. 

Wild. Go hafte and drefs— [Ex. Dian. Bet and Boy. 

Enter Lady Gall, and Clofct, above in the Balcony \ 

Wild, going out, fas them, flop!, and reads a Paper. 

Wild. Hah, who's yonder ? the Widow ! a Pox upon't, 
now have I not power to flir ; fhe has a damn'd hank 
upon my Heart, and nothing but right down lying with 
her will diffolve the Charm. She has forbid mc feeing 
her, and therefore I am fure will the fooner take notice 
of me. [Reads. 

Clof. What will you put on to night. Madam? you 
know you are to fup at Sir Timothy Treat-all's. 

L, Call. Time enough for that ; prithee let's take a 
turn in this Balcony, this City-Garden, where we walk to 
take the frefh Air of the Sea-coal Smoak. Did the Foot- 
man go back, as I order'd him, to fee how Wilding and 
Sir Charles parted ? 

Clof. He did, Madam, and nothing cou'd provoke Sir 
Charles to light after your Ladyfhip's ftriCt Commands. 
Well, I'll fwear he's the fweeteft-natur'd Gentleman- 
has all the advantages of Nature and Fortune : I wonder 
what Exception your Ladyfhip has to him. 

L. Gall. Some fmall Exception to his whining Hu- 
mour: but I think my chicfeft diflike is, becaufe my Re- 
lations wi(h it a Match between us. 

It is not hate to him, but natural contra die! ion. Hah, is 
1 3 not 
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not that Wilding yonder 1 he's reading of a Letter fure. 

Wilt. So, (he few me. Now far an An to rnak* her 
lure me up: for tho I have a gi cuter mind than the, it 
ffe.dl he all her own; the Match (he told me of this 
Morning with my Uncle, Ricks plaguily upon my Sto- 
mach ; I mult break the Neck out. or break the Widow's 
Heart, that's certain. If I advance towards the Door 
now, flic frowningiy retires ; if I pais on, 'tis likely fhe 
nvny call me, [eidwtitees. 

l_ Gail. I think he's paffing on, 
Without fo much as looking towards the Window. 

Clof. He's glad of the excufc of being fartvddea. 

1_ Gail. But Clo/et, know'ft thou not he has ahus'd my 

And docs he think to pafs thus unupbraided r 
Is there no Art to make him look this way ? 

No Trick Prithee feign, to laugh. [Oof. toughs. 

Wild. So, 1 fhaH not anfwer to that Call. 

L. Gall. He's going ! Ah, Clofet, my Fan J— 

Lets fall her Fanjufi as he pqffes by ; ht 
tai,\s it up, and looks up. 
Cry mercy, Sir, I am forry I mult troubk you to bring it. 
Willi. Faith, to am 1 ; and you may (pare my Fains, 
and fend your Woman for't, I'm in hafte. 

L- Gall. Then the quicker! way will be to bring it. 

[Goes ant of the Balcony with Clofct 
Wild. I know 1 mould be drawn in one way or other. 

SCENE changes to a Chamber. 

Enter L. Galliard, Wilding, Clofet to them j Witting 
delivers the Fan, and is retiring. 

L. Gull. Stay, I hear you're wondrous free of your 
Tongue, when 'tis let loofe on me. 

Wild. Who I, Widow ? I think of no fucb trifle* 

L. Gall. Such Railers never think when they're »bt»- 
five ; but fomething you have faid, a Lye fo infamous ! 

Wild. A Lye, and infamous of you ! impoffible ! 
What was it that I call'd you, Wife m Honeft? 

L, Gall. How can you accufe me with the want of 
either 1 Wild. 
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Wild. Yes, of both: Had yon a grain of Honefty, or 
intended ever to be thought fo, wou'd you have (he im- 
pudence to marry an old Coxcomb, a Fellow that will 
not fo much as ferve you for a Cloke, he is fo vifibly 
and undeniably impotent I 

L. Gall. Your Uncle yon mean. 

Wild, I do, who has not known the Joy of Fornica- 
tion this thirty Year, and now the Devil and you have put 
it into his Head to marry, forfooth. Oh the Felicity of 
the Wedding-Night ! 

L. Gall. Which you, with all your railing Rhetorick, 
lhall not have power to hinder. 

Wild. Not if you can help it; for I perceive you are 
rdblved to be ft leud incorrigible Sinner.and marrVft this 
feditious doting Fool my Uncle, only to hang him out 
for the fign of the Cuckold, to give notice where Beauty 
is to be purchas'd, for fear otherwife wc fhould miiUike, 
and think thee honed. 

I- Gall. So much far my want of HoneAy ; my 
Wit is the part of the Text you are to handle neit 

Wild. Let the World judge of that by this one Action : 
This Marriage undifputably robs you both of your Repu- 
tation and Pleafure. Marry an old FooL becaufe he's 
rich ! when fo many handfome proper younger Brothers 
would be glad of you. 

L. Gall. Of which hopeful number your felf are one. 

Wild, Who, I ! Benr witnefs, Cla/et ; take notice I'm 
upon my Marriage, Widow, and fuch a Scandal on my 
Reputation might ruin me ; therefore have a care what 
you fay. 

L. Gall. Ha, ha, ha, Marriage 1 Yes, I hear you give 
it out, you are to be married to me : for which Defa- 
mation, if I be not reveng'd, hang me. 

Wild. Yes, you arc reveng'd ,- 1 had the fame of van- 
ijuilhing where'er I laid my Siege, till I knew thee, bard- 
hearted thee ; had the honeil Reputation of lying with 
the Magtftrntes Wives, when their Reverend Husbands 
were cmployM in the neceflary Aflairs of the Nation, 
fcditioully petitioning : and then I was eftecmed ; but 
now they look on me as a monftrous thing, that makes 
1 4 honour- 



200 The Citv Heiress; or, 

honourable Love to you. Oh hideous, a Husband Lo- 
ver ! fo That now I may protefl, and fwear, and lye my 
Heart out, I find neither Credit nor Kindnefs ; but when 
I beg for either, my Lady Galliard's thrown in my Difh : 
Then they laugh aloud, and cry, who wou'd think it of 

Ky, of fine Mr. Wilding ? Thus the City She-wits are let 
ile upon me, and all for you, fweet Widow : but I am 
refolv'd [ will redeem my Reputation again, if never 
feeing you, nor writing to vo» more, will do it. And 
fo farewel, faithlcfs and fcandalous honcfl Woman. 

L. Gal. Stay, Tyrant. 

Wild. I am engage 

L. Gal, You arc not. 

Wild. I am, and am refolv'd to lofe no more time on 
a pecvifh Woman, who values hct Honour above her 
Lover. [He goes out. 

L. Gal. Co, this is the noblcft way of loung thee. 

Clnf. Muit 1 not call bim back? 

L. Gal. No, if any honed Lover come, admit him ; 
1 will forget this Devil. Fetch me Tome Jewels ; the 
Company to nigbl at Sir Timothy's may divert me. 

[Ski Jits down he/ore her Glafs. 
Enter Bey, 

Hoy. Madam, one Sir Anthony Meriwili wou'd fpeak 
with your Ladyfliip. 

\*GaL Admit him; furc 'tis Sir Charles's Uncle; if 

he comes to treat a Match with me for his Nephew, he 

takes me in the critical Minute. Wou'd he but leave his 

■UotOfi I nUH love him, if 'twere but in Revenge. 

Enter .Sir Anthony Meriwili and Sir Charles. 

Sir Ant. So, I have tutor' A the young Rogue, 1 hope 
he'll learn in time. Good Day lo your Ladyfhip ; Cluirhs 
{putting him forward] my Nephew here, Madam — Sir- 
rah — nolwithftandina your Ladyfhip's Commands — Look 
Inns In ll.in-ls now, being a mad youn;; R.ifcal !— Gad, 

he wou'd wait on your Ladyfhip A Devil on him, 

fee if he'll budge now — For he's a brisk Lover, Madam, 
when he once begin* A l'ox on him, hell fpoil all yet. 

I. C.„l. I'le.ife you fit, Sir. 

Sir Char. Madim, I beg your I'aiuon for my Rudenefs. 
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L. Gal. Still whining? \_Dreffmg her felj ' carrfcjjly. 

Sir Anth, D'ye hear that, .Sirrah? oh damn it, beg 

Pardon ! the Rogue's quite out of 's part. 
Sir Char. Madam, I fear my Vint is unfeafon able- 
Sir Anth. Unfcafonablc I damn'd Rogue, unfeafonable 

to a Widow? Quite out. 

L, Gal. There are indeed fomc Ladies that wou'd be 

angry at an untimely Vifit, before they've put on their 

beft Faces ; but 1 am none of thofe that wou d be fair in 

fpite of Nature, Sir Put on this Jewel here. 

[TcClof. 
Sir Char. That Beauty needs no Ornament, Heaven has 

been too bountiful 

Six Anth. Heaven! Oh Lord, Heaven! a puritanical 

Rogue, he courts her like her Chaplain. [AJitte, vext. 

L, Gal. You arc flill fo full of Univerhty-Comple- 

Sir Anth. D'ye hear that. Sirrah i Ay, fo he is, 

indeed, Madam To her like a Man, ye knave. 

[A/ide to hint. 

Sir Char. Ah, Madam, I am come 

Sir Anth. To Ihew your felf a Coxcomb. 

L. Gal. To tire me with Difcourfes of your Paffion — 
Fie, how this Curl fits 1 [Looking in the Gla/s. 

Sir Char. No, you ftiall hear no more of that ungrate- 
ful Subjeft. 

Sir Anth. Son of a Whore, hear no more of Love, 
damn'd Rogue ! Madam, by George he lyes ; he does come 
to freak of Love, and make Love, and to do Love, and 
all for Love — Not come to fpeak of Love, with a Pox 1 
Owns, Sir, behave your felf like a Man ; be impudent, 
be faucy, forward, bold, touzing, and leud, d'ye hear, 
or I'll beat thee before her : why what a Pox ! 

[A/ide to him, lit minds it not. 

Sir Char. Finding my Hopes quite loft in your unequal 
Favours to yonii'j \l~:hlin,.;, I'm quitting the Town. 

L. Gal. Vou will do well to do fo— lay by thai Neck- 
Lice, 111 wear Pearl to day. [To Clof. 

Sir Anlh. Confounded Blockhead! bv George, he 

lyes again, Madam. A Dog, I'll diltnherit him. [ " ' ' 
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He quit the Town, Madam ! no. not whilfl your Ladyfhip 
is in it, to my Knowledge. He'll live in the Town, nay, in 
the Street where you live ; nay, in the Houfe ; nay, in 
the very Bed, by Ciorgc ; I've heard him a thoufand times 
fwcar it. Swear it now, Sirrah : look, look, how he 
(lands now ! Why dear Charies, good Boy, fwcar a lit- 
tle, ruffle her, and fwear, damn it, the fhall have none 
but the*. [Afidt to him,] Why you little think. Madam, 
that this Nephew of mine is one of the maddeft Fellows 
in all Devon/hire. 

L. Gal Wou'd 1 cou'd fee't, Sir. 

Sir Anih. See 1 ! ! look ye there, ye Rogue— Why 'tis 
all his Fault, Madam. He's feldom fober; then he has 
a dozen Wccches in pay, that he may with the more Au- 
thority break their Windows. There's never a Maid 
within forty Miles of Afrrrwi/l-Hill to work a Miracle on, 
but all are Mothers. He's a hopeful Youth, 111 fay that 
for him. 

Sir Char. How I have lov'd you, my Defpairs (hall 
witnefs: for I will die to purchafe your Content. 

{Strifes. 

Sir Anth. Die, a damn'd Rogue I Ay, ay, I'll difin- 
herit him : A Dog, die, with a Pox ! No, he'll be 
hang*d firfl, Madam. 

Sir Char. And hire you'll pity me when I'm dead. 

Sir Anth. A curfe on him ; pity, with a Pox. Ill give 
him ne'er a Soufc. 

X- Gal. Give me that Effence-bottle. [To Clot 

Sir Char. But for a Recompenfe of all my Sufferings — 

L. Gal. Sprinkle my Handkerchief with Tuberofe. 

[TbCbt 

Sir Char. I beg a Favour you'd afford a Stranger. 

1_ Gal. Sooner perhaps. What Jewel's that? [To Qof. 

Clof. One Sir Charles Meri-unU 

L. Gal. Sent, and you receiv'd without my Order! 
No wonder that he looks fo fourvily. 
Give him the Trifle back to mend his Humour. 

Sir Anth. I thank you. Madam, for that Reprimand. 
Look in that Glafs, Sir, and admire that fneaking Cox- 
comb's Countenance of yours I A pm on him, he's pafl 
Grace 
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Grace, loft, gone : not a Soufe, not a Croat; good b'ye 
to you, Sir. Madam, I beg your Pardon ; the next time 
I come a wooing, it (hall be for my felt. Madam, and 
I have fomething that will juftify it too ; but as for this 
Fellow, if your Ladylhip have e'er a fmall Page at leifure, 
I defire he may have Order to kick him down Stairs. A 
damn'd Rogue, to be civil now, when he fhou'd have be- 
hav"d himfell' handfamely ! Not an Acre, not a Shilling— 
b'ye* Sir Softhead [Geing out meets Wild, and returns^ 
Hah, wbo have we beret bum, the fine mad Fellow? 
fo, To, hell fwingc hrm I hope ; 111 flay to have the plea- 
five of feeing it done. 

Enter Wilding, brujkts by Sir Charles. 

Wild. I was fine 'twas Merrwill's Coacb at Door. 

SirCW. Hah, Wilding! 

Sir Autk. Ay, now Sir, here's one will waken ye, Sir. 
[Awdn 

Wild. How now, Widow, you arc always giving Au- 
dience to Lovers, I fee. 

Sbr Char. Voo'te very free^ Sir. 

Wild. I am always fo in the Widow's Lodgings, Sir. 

Sir Am/A. A rare Fellow I 

Sir Cher. You will not do't elfewbcre ? 

Wild. Not with fo much Authority. 

Sir .'hrtli. An admirable Fellow ! I muA be acquainted 
with him. 

Sir Char. Is this the Refpecl you pay Women of her 
Quality? 

Wild. The Widow knows 1 (land not much upon Ce- 






Sir Anth. Ay fo lis, fo tis, that two Years there 
quite fpoil'd him. 

L. Gal. Sir, if you've any further Bufincfs with me, 
fpeak it ; if not, I'm going forth 

Sir Char. Madam, in fhort' 

Sir Anth. In fbort to a Widow, in fnort ! quite loll. 

Sir Char. I find you treat me ill for my Refpetl ; 

And 
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And when I court you next, 

I will forget how very much I love you. 

Sir Anth, Sir, I fha.ll be proud of your farther Ac- 
quaintance ; for I like, love, and honour you. 

[To Wild. 

Wild. Ill lludy to deferve it. Sir. 

Sir Anth. Madam, your Servant. A damn'd fneaking 
Dog, to be civil and modefl with a Pox ! 

[Ex. Sir Char, and Sir Anth. 

L. Gal. See if my Coach be ready. [Ex. Clof. 

Willi. Whether arc you janting now ? 

L. Gal. Where you dare not wait on me, 10 your 
Uncle's to Supper. 

Wild. That Uncle of mine pimps for al! the Sparks of 
his Party ; 

There they all meet and bargain without Scandal ; 
Fops of all forts and fizes you may chufe, 
Whig-land offers not fuch another Market 
Enter CMel, 

Clof. Madam, here's Sir Timothy Treal-all come to 
wait on your Ladylhip to Supper. 

Wild. My Uncle 1 Oh, damn him, he was born to be 
my Plague : Difinheriting me had not been fo great a Dif- 
appointment ; and if he fees me here, I ruin all the Plots 
I've laid for him. Ha, he's here. 

Enter Sir Tim- 
Sir Tim. How, my Nephew Thomas here ! 

Wild. Madam, I find you can be cruel too, 
Knowing my Uncle has abandon'd me. 

Sir Jim. How now, Sir, what's your Bufinefs here? 

Wild. I came to beg a Favour of my Lady Galliard, 
Sir, knowing her Power and Quality here in the City. 

Sir Tim. How a Favour of my Lady Galliard! The 
Rogue faid indeed he would cuckold me. [Afide.] Why, 
Sir, I thought you had been taken up with your rich 
Heircfs? 

Wild. That was my Bufinefs, now, Sir : Having in my 

rfleflion the Daughter and Heir of Sir Nicholas Gett-all, 
would have made ufe of the Authority of my Lady 
Galliard's Houfe to have fecur'd her, till I got things in 
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order for our Marriage ; but my Lady, to put me off, 
cries I have an Uncle. 

L. Gal. A well contrived Lye. [AJtde. 

Sir Tim. Well, I have heard of your good Fortune; 
and however a Reprobate thou hail been, I'll not (hew 
my felf fo undutiful an Uncle, as not to give the Gentle- 
woman a little Houfe-room ; I heard indeed me was gone 
a week ago, 
And, Sir, mv Houfe is at your Service. 

Wild. I humbly thank you, Sir. Madam, your Ser- 
vant. A pox upon him and his Affociation. [Goes out. 

Sir Tim. Come, Madam, my Coach waits below. 

[Exit. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 
A Room. 



Enter Sir Timothy Treat-all, and Jervice. 
Sir Tim. TT E R E, take my Sword, Jervice. What 
l~X h' lvc >' ou inqtiir'd, as I directed you, con- 
cerning the rich Heircfs, Sir Niclt,i!,>s Gi-//-ij/i's. Daughter ? 
Jer. Alas Sir, inquir'd ! why 'tis all the City-News 
that (he's run away with one of the madded Tories about 

Sir Tim. Good Lord ! Ay, ay, 'tis fo ; the plaguy 
Rogue my Nephew has got her. That Heaven fhou'd 
drop fuch Bleflings in the Mouths of the wicked I Well, 
Jervice, what Company have we in the Houfe, Jervice 1 

Jer. Why truly, Sir, a fine deal, confidenng there's 
no Parliament. 

Sir Tim. What Lords have we, Jervice? 

Jer. Lords, Sir, truly none. 

Sir Tim. None! what ne"er a Lord 1 fome miiliap 
will befall me, fome dire mifchance I Ne'er a Lord! 
ominous, ominous! our Party dwindles doily. What 
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nor Earl, nor Marquefs, nor Duke, nor ne'er a Lord ! 
Hum, my Wine will tie raoft villanoufly upon my 
Hands to Night. Jemice, what, have we ftorc of 
Knights and Gentlemen ? 

Jer. I know not what Gentlemen there be. Sir ; but 
there are Knights, Citizens, their Wives and Daugh- 
ters. 

Sir Tim. Make us thankful for that ; our Meat will 
not lie upon our Hands then, Jerviee : 111 fay that for 
our little Londoners, they are as tail Fellows at a well- 
charg'd Board as any in Chriflendom. 

Jer. Then, Sir, there's Nonconformift-Parfoni. 

Sir Tim. Nay, then we fhall have a clear Board ; for 

Jour true Proteflant Appetite in a Lay-Elder, does a 
lan's Table Credit. 

"Jer. Then, Sir, there's Country Juflices and Grand- 
Jury- Men. 
Sir Tim. Well enough, well enough, Jerviee. 

Enter Mrs. Senfurc. 
Sen. An't like your Wormy), Mr. Wilding is come in 
with a Lady richly drefl in Jewels, mask'd," in his Hand, 
and will not be deny'd fpeaking with your Worfhip. 
Sir Tim. Hah, rich in Jewels I this mu/l be (he. My 

Sword again, jennet. Bring 'em up, Senfurt. 

Prithee how do I look to Night, Jervice ? 

[Setting Um/eiT. 
Jer. Oh, moft methodically. Sir. 

Enter Wild, -with Diana, and Betty. 
Wild. Sir, I have brought into your kind protection 
the richeft Jewel all London can afford, fair Mrs. Char- 
iot Gett-itll. 

Sir Tim. Blefs us, (he's ravifhing fair ! Lady, I had 
the honour of being intimate with your worthy Father. 

I think he has been dead 

Din. If he catechize me much on that point, I fhall 
fpoil alL [Afide. 

Alas, Sir, name him not ; for tf you do, [weeping.] 
I'm fure I cannot anfwer you one Queflion. 

Wild. For Heaven fake, Sir, name not her Father to 
her ; the bare remembrance of him kills ha. 

[Afide to him. 
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Sir Tim. Alas, poor Sonl ! Lady, I beg your Pardon. 
How foft-hcarted (he is ! I am in love ; I find already a 
land of tickling of I know not what, run frisking thro 
tny Veins. [Afidt. 

Btt. Ay, Sir, the good Alderman has been dead this 
twelve-month jufl, and has left his Daughter here, my 
Miflrcfs, three thoufand Pound a year. [Wetpiug. 

Sir Tim. Three thoufand Pound a Year ! Yes, yes, I 
am in love. [Afidt. 

Btt. Befides Money, Plate, and Jewels. 

Sir Tim. Ill marry her out of hand, [Afidt.] Alas, 
I cou'd even weep too ; but 'tis in vain. Well, Nephew, 
you may be gone now ; for 'tis not ncceflary you fhou'd 
be feen here, dVe fee. [Piffling Aim out. 

Wild. You fee, Sir, now, what Heaven has done for 
me ; and you have often told me, Sir, when that was 
kind you wou'd be fo. Thofe Writings, Sir, by which 
you were fo good to make me Heir of all your Eftate, 
you faid you wou'd put into my poffeflion, whene'er I 
made it appear to you I could live without 'em, or bring 
you a Wife of Fortune home. 

Sir Tim, And I will keep my word ; it is time enough. 
[Putting him out. 

Wild. I have, 'tis true, been wicked ; but I (hall now 
turn from my evil ways, eftabliih my felf in the reli- 
gious City, and enter into the Afibciation. There want 
but thefe fame Writings, Sir, and your good Character of 

Sir Tim. Thou (halt have both, all in good time, 
Man : Go, go, thy ways, and 111 warrant thee for a good 
Character, go. 

Wild. Ay, Sir, but the Writings, becaufe 1 told her, 
Sir, I was your Heir ; nay, fore'd to fwear too, before 
Jhc wou'd believe me. 

Sir Tim. Alas, alas \ how ihrcudly thou wert put tol I 

Wild. I told her too, you'd buy a Patent for me ; 
for nothing woos a City-Fortune like the hopes of a 
Lady (hi p. 

Sir Tim. Pm glad of that : that ! can fettle on Hlt 

prefently. \Afide. 

Wild. 
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Wild. You may pleafe lo hint fomething to her of my 
godly Life and Converfation ; that I frequent Conventi- 
cles, and am drunk no where but at your true Proteflant 
Confulls and Clubs, and the like. 

Sir Tim. Nay, if thefe will pleafe her, I have her for 
certain, [Afide.] Co, go, fear not my good word. 

Wild. But the Writings, Sir 

Sir Tim. Am I a Jew, a Turk? Thou (halt have any 

thing, now I find thee a Lad of Parts, and one that can 

provide fo well for thy Uncle. [Afide. 

[Puts him out, and aMrcJIes him/elf to the Lady. 

Wild. Wou'd they were hang'd that trad you, that 
have but the art of Legerdemain, and can open the Japan- 
Cabinet in your Bed-chamber, where I know thofe Wri- 
tings are kept. Death, what a difappointment's here ! 
I wou'd ha' fwom this Sham had pail upon him. [Afide.] 
But, Sir, (hall I have the Writings now f 

Sir Tim. What not gone yet ! for lhame, away ; canfl 
thou diflrufl thy own natural Uncle ? Fie, away, Tom, 

Wild. A Plague upon your damn'd Di Simulation, 
that never failing Badge of all your Party, there's always 
mifebief at the bottom on't ; I know ye all ; and For- 
tune be the Word. When next I fee you, Uncle, it 
fhall cofl you dearer. [Exit, 

Enter Jervice. 

Jer. An't pleafe your Worihip, Slipper's almofl over, 
and you are askt for. 

Sir Tim. They know 1 never Tup ; I (hall come time 
enougli to bid 'em welcome. [Exit Jer. 

Dia, I keep you, Sir, from Supper, and better Com- 
pany. 

Sir Tim. Lady, were I a Glutton, I coud be fatisfy'd 
with feeding on thofe two bright ftarry Eyes. 

Dia. You are a Courtier, Sir ; we City Maids do fel- 
dom hear fuch Language : in which you Ihew your kind- 
nefs to your Nephew, more than your thoughts uf what 
my Beauty merits. 

Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, how innocent (he is ! [Afide. 

My Nephew, Madam ? yes, yes, 1 cannot chufe but be 
wondrous kind upon his (core. Dia. 
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ne, you were the bcft of 
■ goodnefs, fo hopeful a 



[AJUU. 

[Afide. 



s Wives. [Aj&de.] 



Dia. Nay, he has often told i 
Uncles, and he deferves yoi 
young Gentleman. 

Sir Tim. Wou'd I cou'd fee't 

Dia. So modeit 

Sir Tim. Yes, ask my Maids. 

Dia. So civil. 

Sir Tim. Yes, to my Neighbour. .. . 
fo, Madam, I find by tiis high Commendation of my 
Nephew, your Ladyfhip has ■ very (lender opinion of 
your devoted Servant the while : or elfe, Madam, with 
this not difagreeable Face and Shape of mine, fix thou- 
Jand Pound a year, and other Virtues and Commodities 
lhal ihall be namelefs, I fee no rcafon why I ihou'd not 
beget an Heir of my own Body, had I the helping band 
of a certain victorious Perfon in the World, that (hall be 
namelefs. [Bowing and fmirking. 

Dia. Meaning me, I amfure; if I ihou'd marry him 
now, and difappoint my dear Inconfta.nl with an Heir of 
' is own begetting, 'twould be a moll wicked Revenge 
ir part Kindnefles. [A/iae. 

Sir Tim. I know your Lady (hip is ftudying now who 
this victorious Perfon fhou'd be, whom 1 dare not name : 
but let it fuffice, file is, Madam, within a Mile of an 
Oak. 

Dia. No, Sir, I was confidering, if what you fay be 

How unadvisedly I have lov'd your Nephew, 
Who fwore to me he was to be your Heir. 

Sir Tim. My Heir, Madam ! am I fo vifibly old to be 
fo defperate ? 

No, l'm in my years of defires and difcretion, 
And 1 have thoughts, durft I but utter 'em ; 

But modeftly fay, Mum 

Dia. I took him for the hopefulleft Gentleman 

Sir Tim. Let him hope on, fo will 1 ; and yet Ma- 
dam, in confideration of your Love to biro, and becaufo 
he is my Nephew, young, handfomc, witty, and fo 
forth, 1 am content to be fo much a Parent to him, as if 

Heaven pleafc, to fee him fairly hang'd. 

i, Dia. 
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Dia. How, Sir! 

Sir Tim. He has dcferv'd it, Madam : Firft, for lam- 
pooning ihe Reverend City with its noble Government, 
with the Right Honourable Gown-men ; libtlling fome 
for Feafting, and fome for Fading, fome for Cuckolds, 
and fome for Cuckold-makers ; charging us with all the 
feven deadly Sins, the Sins of our Fore-fathers, adding 
feven fcore more to the number; the Sins of Forty-One 
reviv'd again in Eighly-Onc, with Additions and Amend- 
ments ; for which, tho the Writings were drawn, by 
which I made iiim my whole Executor, 1 will dilinherit 
him. Secondly, Madam, he deferves hanging for re- 
ducing, and muft felonioully bearing away a young City- 
Heirefs. 

Dia. Undone, undone ! Oh, with what Face can 1 rc- 

What Man'of Wealth or Reputation, now 

Will think me worth the owning ! [Feigns to -weep. 

Sir Tim. Yes, yes, Madam, there are honefl, difcrect, 
religious, and true Proteftant Knights in the City, that 
wou'd be proud to dignify and diftinguifh fo worthy a 
Gentlewoman. [Bowing and '/tailing. 

Set. Look to your hits, and take fortune by the fore- 
lock, Madam. [Afide. 
Alas, Madam, no Knight, and poor too ! 

Sir Tim. As a Tory Poet. 

Bet. Well, Madam, take Comfort ; if the worft come 
to the worft, you have Eftate enough for both. 

Dia. Ay, Betty, were he but honeft, Betty. 

[Weeping. 

Sir Tim. Honeft ! 1 think he will not fleal ; but for his 
Body, the Lord have mercy upon't, for he has none. 

Din. 'Tis evident, 1 am beiraj J d, abus'd ; 
H'as !ookt and figh'd, and tatkt away my Heart ; 
H'as fworn, and vow'd, and fialter'd n 



{Weeping. 
flatter^ and 



Sir Tim. A fmall fault with him ; he has llatter*d and 
fworn me out of many a fair Thoufand : why he has no 
more Confciencc than a Politician, nor no more Truth 
than a Narrative (under the Rofe.) 

Dia. 
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Dia. Is there no Truth nor Honefty i'th' World ? 

Sir Tim. Troth, very little, and that lies all i'th' City 
amongft us fober Magiilrates. 

Dia. Were I a Man, how wou'd I be reveng'd 1 

Sir Tim. Your Ladyfliip might do it better as you are 
were I worthy to advile you. 

Dia. Name it. 

Sir Tim. Why by marrying your Ladylhip's mod af- 
fur'd Friend, and moll humble Servant, Timothy Treat-all 
of London, Alderman. [Bowing. 

Bel. Ay this is fomething, Miflrefs ; here's Reafon. 

Dia. But I have given my Faith and Troth to WHlBng, 
Betty. 

Sir Tim. Faith and Troth ! We Hand upon neither 
Faith nor Troth in the City, Lady. I have known an 
Heirefs married and bedded, and yet with the Advice of 
the wifer Magiilrates, has been unmarried and confum- 
mated anew with another, fo it {lands with our Interell ; 
'tis Law by Magna Charta. Nay, had you married my 
ungracious Nephew, we might by this our Magna Charta 
have hangM him for a Rape. 

Dia. What, tho he had my Confent ? 

Sir Tim. That's nothing, he had not ours. 

Dia. Then fhou'd I marry you by flcalth, the Danger 
wou'd be the fame. 

Sir Tim. No, no, Madam, we never accufe one ano- 
ther; 'tis the poor Rogues, the Tory Rafcals we always 
hang. Let 'cm accufe me if they pleafe ; alas, I come 
off hand'fmooth with Ignoramus. 

Enter Jervice. 

Jer. Sir, there's fuch ■ calling for your Worfhip ! 
They are all very merry, the GlafTes go briskly about. 

Sir Tim Go, go, I'll come when all the Healths arc 
pall ; 1 love no Healths. 

Jer. They are all over, Sir, and the Ladies are for 
dancing; fo they are all adjourning from the Dining- 
room hither, as more commodious for that Excrdfe. 
I think they're coming. Sir. 

Sir Tim. Hah, coming ! Call Sen/ure to wait on the 
Lady to her Apartment.— And, Madam, I do moH hcarli- 
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ly recommend my moll humble Addrcfs to your mofl ju- 
dicious Confi deration, hoping you will moil vigorously, 
and with all your might, maintain the Rights and Privi- 
leges of the Honourable City ; and not fufFer the Force 
or Pcrfuafion of any Arbitrary Lover whatfoever, to fub- 
vert their anticnt and Fundamental Laws, by f educing and 
forcibly bearing away fo rich and illuflrious a Lady : and, 
Madam, we will unanimoufly (land be you with our Lives 
and Fortunes. — —This I learnt from a Speech at the Elec- 
tion of a Burgefs. [AJide. 
[Leads her to the Door : She goes out with Betty 
and Senfure. 
Enter Mufltk pi^yittf, Sir Anthony Meriwill dana'nt; 
with a Lady in his Hand, Sir Charles with Lady 
Galliard,/(!-rvnj/ other Women and Men. 

Sir Anth. \ fitiging.] l'h i lander was a jolly Swain, 
And toi/d by eitry La/s ; 
Whom -when he met upon the Plain, 
He laid upon the Graft. 

And here he kifi, and there he play>d 

With this, and then the Father \ 
Till every wanton Jmiling Maid 
At lajl became a Mother. 

And to her Swain, and to her Swain, 



The Nymph begins to yield j 
Viijffe, and breathe, then to't again, 
Thou'rt Mafler of the Field, 



Sir Char. And if I keep it not, fay I'm a Coward, 
Uncle. 

Sir Anth. More Wine there. Boys, 111 keep the Hu- 
mour up. [Enter Bottles and Glares. 

Sir Tim. How! young Meriwill fo clofe to the Wi- 

Madam — 

[Addreffing him/elf to her, Sir Char, puts him by. 
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Sir Char. Sir Timothy, why, what a Pox dolt thou 
bring that damn'd puritanical, fchifmatical, fanatical, 
Small -beer- Face of thine into good Company) Give him a 
full Glafs to the Widow's Health. 

Sir Tim. O lack, Sit Charles, no Healths for me, I 
pray. 

Sir Char. Hark ye, leave that cozening, canting, 
fanflify'd Sneer of yours, and drink ye me like a fober 
loyal Magiflratc, all thofe Healths you are behind, from 
his facred Majefty, whom God long preferve, with the 
reft of the Royal Family, even down to this wicked Wi- 
dow, whom Heaven foon convert for her leud defigns 
upon my Body. [Pulling Sir Tim. to kneel. 

Sir Anth. A rare Boy ! he fhall have all my Eftate. 

Sir Tim. How, the Widow a leud defign upon his 
Body ! Nay, then I am jealous. \Afide. 

L. Gal. I a leud defign upon your Body ! for what, 
I wonder? 

Sir Char. Why, for villanous Matrimony. 

L. Gal. Who, 1 ? 

Sir Char. Who, you ! yes you. 
Why are thofe Eyes dreft in inviting Love 1 
Thofe foft bewitching Smiles, thofe riling Breads, 
And all thofe Charms which make you fo adorable, 
Is't not to draw Fools into Matrimony ? 

Sir Anth. How's that, how's that ! Charles at his 
Adorables and Charms I He mufl have t'other Health, 
he'll fall to his old Dogtrot again elfe. Come, come, 
every man his Glafs ; Sir Timothy you are fix behind : 
Come, come, Charles, name 'em all. 

[Each take a Glafs, and force Sir Tim. oh his Knees. 

Sir Char. Not bate ye an Ace, Sir. Come, his 

Majefty's Health, and Confulion to his Enemies. 

[They go to force his Mouth open to drink. 

Sir Tim. Hold, Sir, hold, if 1 mufl drink, 1 mufl ; 
but this is very arbitray, methinks. 

[Drinks 

Sir Anth. And now. Sir, to the Royal Duke of Al 
bony. Mufick, play a Scotch Jig. [Mufick plays, Ihcydriui. 

Sir Tim. This is mere Tyranny. 

Enter 






renown'd Maitre de Hold. 

Sir Tim. Mater de Otell 
know any of that Name, I a 



i Nation I hate, as 
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Enter Jo-vice. 

Jer. Sir, there is alighted at the Gate .1 Perfon of Quality, 

as appears by his Train, who j, r ivc him the Title of a Lord. 

Sir Tim. How, a ftrange Lord I ConducT. him up 

with Ceremony, Jen-ice 'Ods fo, he's here \ 

Enter Wilding in difguife, Dreflwel, and Footmen and 

Pages. 

Wild. Sir, by your Reverend Afpeft, you (hou'd be the 

not the Honour to 

Sir Timothy Treat- 

[Bowing. 

Wild. The fame. Sir ; I have been bred abroad, and 
thought all Perfons of Quality had fpoke French. 

Sir Tim. Not City Perfons of Quality, my Lord. 

Wild. I'm gladon't. Sir; &- 
indeed 1 do ail Monarchies. 

Sir Tim. Hum ! hale Monarchy '. Your Lordfhip is 
mod welcome. FA" 

Wild. Unlefs Elective Monarchies, which fo relen 
a Commonwealth. 

Sir Tim. Right, my Lord ; where every Man may hope 
to take his turn Your Lordfhip is mod Angularly wel- 
come. [Bows low. 

Wild. And tho I am a Stranger to your Perfon, I am 
not to your Fame, amongfl the fuber Party of the Amjlcr- 
damians. ail the French Hugonots throughout Geneva ; 
even toZ/jiw^ary and /Vi/n^Fame'sTriiinpet founds your 
Praife, making the Pope to fear, the red admire you. 

Sir Tim. I'm much oblig'd to the renowned Mobile. 

Wild. So you will fay, when you fhall hear my Embafly. 
The Polanders by me falute you, Sir, and have in the next 
new Election, prick'd ye down for their fucceeding King. 

Sir Tint- How, my Lord, prick'd me down for King ! 
Why this is wonderful ! Prick'd me, unworthy me down 
for a King ! How cou'd I merit this amazing Glory ! 

Wild. They know, he that can be fo great a Patriot to 
his Native Country, where but a private Perfon, what 
mull he be when Power is on his fide ? 

Sir Tim, 
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Sir Tim, Ay, my Lord, my Country, my bleeding 
Country ! there's the (lop to all my riling Greatncfs. 
Shall I be fo ungrateful to difappoint this big expecting 
Nation? defeat the fober Party, and my Neighbours, 
for any I'olifh Crown ? But yet, my Lord, I will eonfider 
on't: Mean time my Houfc is yours. 

Wild. I've brought you, Sir, the Meafure of the Crown : 
Ha, it fits you to a Hair. 

[Pulls out a Ribband, meafures his Head. 
You were by Heav'n and Nature fram'd that Monarch. 

Sir Anth. Hah, at it again ! 

[Sir Charles mating fober Love. 
Come, we grow dull, Charles ; where Hands the Glafs ! 
What balk my Lady Galliard's. Health ! [They go todrink. 

Wild. Hah, Galliard— and fo fweet on MervmtlX 



L. Gall. If it be your buftnefs, Sir, to drink, I 
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withdraw with you, Widow. 
n damnably afraid you can- 
■e fo forward to leave good 



draw. 

Sir Char. Gad, and III 
Hark ye, Lady Galliard, I ; 
not bear Liquor well, you 
Company and a Bottle. 

Sir Tim. Well, Gentlemen, fince I have done what I 
never do, to oblige you, I hope you will not refufe a 
Health of my Denomination. 

Sir Anth. We fcorn to be fo uncivil. 

[All take the Glaffes. 

Sir Tim. Why then here's a conceal'd Health that [hall 
be namelefs, to his Grace the King of Poland. 

Sir Char. King of Poland ! Lord, Lord, how your 
Thoughts ramble ! 

Sir Tim. Not fo far as you imagine ; I know what I 
fay. Sir. 

Sir Char. Away with iL [Drink all. 

Wild. I fee. Sir, you util keep up that Engliih Hofpita- 
lity thai fo renowned our Ancetlors in Hiftory. 

[Looting oh L. Gal. 

Sir Tim. Ay, my Lord, my noble Guefls are my Wife 
and Children. 

Wild. Are you not married then ? Death, (he fmiles 

on him. [A fide. 

Sir Tim. 
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Sir Tim. I had a Wife, but reft her Soul, (he's dead ; 
and I have no Plague left now but an ungracious Nephew, 
perverted with ill Cufloms, Tantivy Opinions, and 
Court-Notions. 

Wild. Cannot your pious Examples convert him 1 
By Heaven, (he's fond of him ! \Afide. 

Sir Tim. Alas, I have tryd all ways, fair and foul ; 
nay, had fettled t'other Day my whole Eftate upon him, 
and juft as 1 had fign'd the Writings, out comes mc a 
damn'd Libel, call'd A Warning to all good Chrijtians 
againji tiie City-Magifirates ; and I doubt he had a Hand 
in Abfalom and Ackitoplut, a Rogue. But fome of our 
fober Party have claw'd him home, i' faith, and given 
him Rhyme for his Reafon. 

Wild. Moft vifibly in Love! Oh, Sir, Nature, Laws 
and Religion plead for fo near a Kinfman. 

Sir Tim. Laws and Religion 1 Alas, my Lord, he de- 
fcrvcs not the Name of a Patriot, who does not for the 
publick Good, defy all Laws and Religion. 

Wild. Death, I mull interrupt 'em — Sir, pray what 
Lady's that 1 [Wild./tf/wto k*r. 

Sir Tim. I befeech your Lordfhip know her, 'tis my 
Lady Galtiard; the reft are all my Friends and Neigh- 
bours, true Proteftants all Well, my Lord, how do 

you like my Method of doing the bulinefs of the Nation, 
and carrying on the Caufe with Wine, Women, and fo 
forth? 

Wild. High Feeding and froart Drinking, gains more 
to the Party, than your fmart Preaching. 

.Sir Tim. Your Lordfhip has hit it right: A rare Man this! 

Wild. But come, Sir, leave ferious Affairs, and oblige 
thefe fair ones. 

[Addrefes him/clfto Galliard, Sir Charles puts Mm by. 
EnUr Chariot di/guifid, Clacket and Foppington. 

Char. Heavens, Clacket, yonder's my Faffe one, and 

that my lovely Rival {Pointing to Wild, and L. Gal. 

Enter Diana and Senfure mas&d, and Betty. 

Plan. Dear Mrs. Senfure, this Favour has obhg'd me. 

Sen. I hope you'll not difcover it to bis Worfhip, 
Madam. 

Wild. 
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Wild. By her Mien, this fhou'dbc handfomc — [Goes to 
Diana] Madam, I hope you have not made a Resolution, 
to deny me the Honour of your Hand. 

Dian. Ha, Wilding ! Love can difcover thee thro all 
Diiguife. 

Wild. Hah, Diana ! wou'd 'twere Felony to wear a 
Vizard. Gad, I'd rather meet it on the King's High- 
way, with (land and deliver, lhan thus encounter it on 
the Face of an old Miflrefs ; and the Cheat were more 
excufable — But how — [Talks aflde vrith her. 

Sir Char. Nay, never frown nor chide ; For thus do I 
intend to (hew my Authority, till I have made thee only tit 
forme. 

Wild. Is't fo, my precious Uncle? Are you fo great a 
Devil in Hypocrify? Thus had I been ferv'd, had I 
brought him the right Woman. [Afide. 

Dian. But do not think, dear Tommy, I wou'd have 
ferv'd thee fo ; married thy Uncle, and have cozen'd thee 
of thy Birth-right— But fee we're obfervU 

ICb arlot li/ltning bihind him all this while. 

Char. By all that's good 'tis he ! that Voice is his ! 
[He going/ram Dian. turns upon Chariot, and looks. 

Wild. Hah, what pretty Creature's this, that has fo 
much of Chariot in her Face ? But fure fhc durft not ven- 
ture ; 'tis not her Drefs nor Mien. Ue.tr pretty Stranger, 
I mull dance with you. 

Char. Gued deed, and fee ye fhall, Sir, gen you 
pleafe. Tho' I's not dance, Sir, 111 tell ya that noo. 

Wild. Nor l,fo we're well rnatcnt. By Heaven, file's 
wondrous like her. 

Char. By th' Mafs not fo kind, Sir : 'Twere gued that 
cne of us fhou'd dance to guide the other wecL 

Wild. How young, how innocent and free fhe is ! 
And wou'd you, fair one, be guided by me? 

Char. In any thing that gued is. 

Wild. I love you extremely, and wou'd teach you to 

Char. Ah, wele aday ? [Sighs and /miles. 

Wild A thing 1 know you do not unacrftand. 
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Char. Gued faith, and ya're 'ilh' right. Sir ; yet 'tis a 
thing I's often here ya gay men talk of! 

Wild. Yes, and no doubt have been told thofe pretty 
Eyes iafpired it. 

Char. Gued deed, and fo I have ! Ya men make fa 
micklc ado about ens Eyes, ways me, I's ene tir'd with 
fick-likc Complements. 

Wild. Ah, if you give us wounds, we mud complain. 

Char. Ya may cne keep out a harms way then. 

Wild, Oh, we cannot ; or if we cou'd, we wou'd not 

Ckar. Marry and I's have a Song to that tune, Sir. 

Wild. Dear Creature, let me beg it. 

Ckar. Gued faith, ya lhall not, Sir, I's fing without 
entreaty. 

SONG. 

Ah Jenny, gen your Eyes do kill, 

You'll let me tell my Pain; 
Gued Faith, f lov"d again/l my Will, 

But wad not break my Chain. 
I ence -was caltd a bonny Lad, 

Till thai fair Face of yours 
Betray d the Freedom ence I had, 

And ad my bleether Htwtrt. 

But noo ways me like Winter looks, 

My gloomy Jhowering Eyne, 
And on the Banks o/ /haded Brooks 

I fia/s my wearied time. 
I call the Stream that gleedeth on, 

To ivitne/s if it fee, 
On all the flowry Brink along, 

A Swain Jo true as lee. 

Wild. This very Swain am I, fo true and fo forlorn, 
unlefs ye pity me.— This an excellency Chariot wants, 
at leaf! I never heard her fing. [AJidt. 

Sir Antk. Why Charles, where Hands the Woman, 
Chariest [Fop. comes up to Chariot. 

Wild. I muft fpeak to Galhard, tho all my Fortunes 
depend 
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depend «n the Difcovery of my felf. [Atfde. 

Sir An/A. Come, come, a cooling Glafs about. 

Wild. Dear DrtgvxtL entertain Charles Meriwill a lit- 
tle, whilfl I fpeak to Galliard. 

[The Men go all to the drinking Tablt. 
By Heaven, I die, t languim for a Word ! 
— —Madam, I hope you have not made a Vow 
To fpeak with none but that young Cavalier. 
They fay, the Freedom Englilh Ladies ufc, 
Is, as their Beauty, great 

1_ Gal. Sir, we are none of thofe of fo nice and deli- 
cate a Virtue, as Converfation can corrupt ; we live in a 
cold Qirn ate 

Wild. And think you're not fo apt to be in Love, 
As where the Sun (hines oftner. 

But you too much partake of the Inconflancy of your 
fickle Climate [Malicioujly to fur. 

One day all Sun-(hine, and th' encnurag'd Lover 
Decks himfelf up in glittering Robes of Hope: 
And in the midfl of all their boalled Finery 
Comes a dark Cloud acrofs his Miflrefs' Brow, 
Dafhcs the Fool, and fpoils the gaudy Show. 

[La. Gal. obferving hint nearly. 

L. Gal. Hah, do I not know that railing Tongue of 

Wild. Tis from your Guilt, not Judgment then, 
I was refolv'd to be to night a Witnefs 
Of that fwom Love you fiatter'd me fo often with. 
By Heaven, I faw you playing with my Rival, 
Sigh'd, and lookt Babies in his gloating Eyes. 
When is the Affignation ? When the Hours? 
For he's impatient as the rcging Sea, 
Loofe as the Winds, and amorous as the Sun, 
That kiffes alJ the Beauties of the Spring. 

L. Gal. 1 take him for a fober Pcrfon, Sir. 

Wild, Have I been the Companion of his Riots 
In all the leud courfe of our early Youth, 
Where like unwearied Bees we gather'd Flowers 1 
But no kind Bloffom could oblige our Ray, 
We rifled and were gone. 

K 1 L. Gal. 
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L. Gal. Your Virtues i perceive are pretty equal ; 
Only his Love's the honcfter o'th' two. 

Wild. Honeilcr ! that is, he wou'd owe his good For* 
tunc lo the Parfon of the Parifh ; 
And I would be oblig'd to you alone. 
He wou'd have a Licence to boaA he lies with you, 
And I wou'd do't with Modefty and Silence : 
For Virtue's but a Name kept from Scandal, 
Which the mod bafe of Women bed preferve, 
Since Jilting and Hypocrify cheat the World beft. 
— But we both love, and who fhall blab the Secret ? 

[In a/oft Tone. 

L. Gal. Oh, why were all the Charms of fpcaking given 
To that falfc Tongue that makes no better ufe of 'emt 
Ill hear no more of your inchanting Reafons. 

Wild. You muft. 

L.G.iL 1 will mil. 

Wild. Indeed you muft. 

L. Gal. By all the Powers above 

Wild. By all the Powers of Love you'ii break your Oath, 
unlcfs you fwcar this Night to let me fee you. 

L. Gal. This Night 

Wild. This very Night 

L. Gal. I'd die firft At what Hour ? 

[Fir/l turns away, then fighs and locks on him. 

Wild. Oh, name it ; and if I fail- [With Joy. 

L. Gal. I wou'd not for the World 

Wild That I Jhou'd fail ! 

L. Gat. Not name the guilty Hour. 

Wild. Then I thro eager haile fhall come too foon, 
And do your Honour wrong. 

L. Gal. My Honour ! Oh that Word 1 

Wild. Which the Devil was in me for naming. 

\Afidt. 
At Twelve. 

L. GaL My Women and ray Servants then arc up. 

Wild. At One, or Two. 

L. Gal. So late ! 'twill be to quickly Day ! 

Wild. Ay, fo it will ; 
That half our Bufmefs will be left unfinifht 

UGat. 
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L. Gal. Hah, what do you mean ? what Eufmcfs I 

Wild. A thoufand lender things I have to fay ; 
A thoufand Vows of my eternal Love ; 
And now and then we'll kifs and 

L. On/. Be extremely honcft. 

Wild. As you can wifh. 

L. Gal. Rather as I command : for fhou'd he know my 
wifh, I were undone. [A/ide. 

Wild. The Sign 

I_ Gal. Oh, prefs me not yet you may come at 

Midnight under my Chamber- Window. 

[Sir Char./w 'em Jo clofe, comes to 'em. 

Sir Char. Hold, Sir, hold ! Whilft 1 am liftning to the 
Relation of your French Fortifications, Outworks, and 

Counterfcarps, I perceive the Enemy in my Quarters 

My Lord, by your leave, [t'lt/j him by, growing drunk. 

Char. Perfuade me not, I burft with lealoufy. 

[Wild, turns, fen Clackct. 

Wild. Death and the Devil, Ctacltet ! then 'Us Charlct, 
and I'm difcover'd to her. 

Char. Say, arcyou not a falfe diffcmbling thing? 

[To Wild, ix anger. 

Wild. What, my little Northern Lafs translated into 
Englilh ! 

This 'tis to praftife Art in fpite of Nature. 
Alas, thy Vertue, Youth, and Innocence, 
Were never made for Cunning, 
I found ye out thro all your fore'd difguife. 

Char. Hah, did you know me then? 

Wild. At the firft glance, and found you knew me too, 
And talkt to yonder Lady in Revenge 
Whom my Uncle would Iiave me marry. But to avoid 
all Difcourfes of that nature, I came to Night in diis Dif- 
guife you fee, to be conccal'd from her ; that's all 

Chart. And is that all, on Honour P Is it, Dear '. 

Wild. What, no Belief, no Faith in villanous Women ? 

Chart. Yes, when 1 fee the Writings. 

Wild. Go home, I die if you fhou'd be difcover'd : 
And credit me, 111 bring you all you ask. 
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Clmcket, you and I nraft hare an old Reckoning about 
this Night's Jam of yours. [Afide to ClackeL 

Sir Tim. Weil, my Lord, how do you lux our Englijk 



Wild. Extremely, Sir; and was premng this young 
Lady to give us a Song. 

[Here is an Italian Song in two Parts. 

Sir Tim, I never (aw this Lady before : pray who may 
the, be, Neighbour ? [To Clacket. 

Mrs. Clack. A Niece of mine, newly come out of 
Scotland, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Nay, then (he dances by nature Gentlemen 
and Ladies, pleafe you to fit, here's a young Neighbour 
of mine will honour us with a Dance. 

[They all Jit : CharL and Fop. dance. 
So, fo ; very well, very welL Gentlemen and Ladies, 
I am for Liberty of Confcience, and Moderation. There's 
a Banquet waits the Ladies, and my Cellars are open to 
the Men ; but for my fel£ I mufl retire ; hril waiting 
on your Lordfhip to (hew you your Apartment, then leave 
you to cher entire : and to morrow, my Lord, you and 
I will fettle the Nation, and will refolve on what return 
we will make to the noble Polanders. 

[Exeunt all but Wild. Dref. and Fop. Sir Charles 
leading out Lady Galliard. 

Sir Anth. Well faid Charles, thou leav'ft her not till (he's 
thy own, Boy — And Philander was a jolly Swain, &c 




Wild. All things fucceed above my Wi(h, dear Frc 
Fortune is kind ; and more, Galliard is fo ; 
This night crowns all my Wifhes. 
Laboir, are all things ready for our purpofe ? 

[To his Footman. 

Lab. Dark Lanthorns, Piflols, Habits and Vizors, Sir. 

Fop. I have provided Portmantles to carry off the Trea- 
fure. 

Dref. I perceive you are rcfolvM to make a thorow- 
ftitcht Robbery on't. 
Fop. Faith, if it lie in our way, Sir, we had as good 

ven- 
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venture a Caper under the Tipple'Tree for one as well as 
t'other. 

Wild. We mufl confider on't. Tis now juft flruck e- 
Icven ; within this Hour is the dear Aflignation with Gal- 

Dref. What, whether our Affairs be finiflYd or not ? 
Wild. 'Tis but at next Door ; I (hall return time e- 
nough Tor that trivial Bufincfs. 
Dref. A trivial Bufmefs of fome fix thoufand pound a 

Wild. Trivial to a Woman, Frank : no more ; Laboir, 
do you feign to be drunk, and lie on the Hall-table ; and 
when I give the fign, let me foftly in. 

Dref. Death, Sir, will you venture at fuch a time ? 

Wild. My Life and future Hope 1 am refolv'd. 

Let Politicians plot, let Rogues go on 

In the old beaten Path of Forty one ; 

Let City-Knaves delight in Mutiny, 

The Rabble bow to old Fresbytery ; 

Let pretty States be to confufion hurl'd. 

Give me but Woman, ill defpife the World. {Exeunt. 






ACT IV. SCENE I. A 
DreJJing-Room, 

Lady Galliard it difcover'd in an Undrefs at her Table, 
Ctafs, and Toilette, Clofet attending: As foon as the 
Scene draws off, Jhe rifts from the Table as di/lurbed 
and out of Humour. 

L. Gal./ Omc, leave your everlafling Chamber-maid's 
V_^ Chat, your dull Road of Slandering by rote, 
and lay that Paint afide. Thou art fuller of falfe News, 
than an unliccns'd Mercury. 

Clof. 1 have good Proof, Madam, of what I lay. 

L. Gal. Proof of a thing impoflible ! — Away. 

Clof. Is it a thing fo impoffible, Madam, that a Man 
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of Mr. Wilding's Parts and Perfon fhould get a City-Hei- 
refs f Such a bonne Mien, and fuch a pleafant Wit ! 

L. Gal. Hold thy fluent Tattle, thou haft Tongue 
enough to talk an Oyftcr- Woman deaf : I fay it cannot 
be— What means the panting of my troubled Heart I 
Oh my prcfaging Fears ! (hou'd what ihe fays prove true, 
How wretched and how loft a thing am I ! \AJtde. 

Clef. Your Honour mayfay your Picafure ; hut I hope 

I have not hVd to thefe Years to be impertinent No, 

Madam, 1 am none of thofe that run up and down the 
Town a Story-hunting, and a Lye-catching, and — 

L. Gal. Eternal Rattle, peace 

Mrs. Chariot Gett-all go away with Wilding ! 

A Man of Wilding's extravagant Life 

Get a Fortune in the City ! 

Thou mightft as well have told me, a Hoider-forth were 

married to a Nun : 
There are not two fuch Contraries in Nature, 
Tis flam, 'tis foolery, 'tis molt impoffiblc. 

Clof. I beg your Ladyfhip's Pardon, if my Difcourfe 
offend you ; but a!) the World knows Mrs. docket to be 
a perfon 

L. Gal. Who is a mod devout Baud, a prccife Procurer; 
a Saint in the Spirit, and Whore in the Flelh ; a Doer of 
the Devil's Work in God's Name. Is (he your Informer ? 
nay, then the Lye's undoubted— I fay once more, adone 
with your idle Tittle- Tat tie,— and to divert me, bid Betty 
fing the Songwhich Wilding made tohislafl Miftrefs ; we 
may judge by that, what little Haunts, and what low 
Game he follows. This is not like the Ddcription of a 
rich Citizen's Daughter and Heir, but fome common Hack- 
ney of the Suburbs. 

Clof. 1 have heard him often fwear ihe was a Gentle- 
woman, and liv*d with her Friends. 

L. Gal. Like enough, there are many of thefe Gentle- 
women who live with their Friends, as rank Proflitutes, 
as errant Jilts, as thofe who make open profeffion of the 

Trade almoft as mercenary But come, the 

Song. [Enter Betty. 

SONG. 



~ 
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SONG. 

In Phillis all -vile Jilts are met, 
Foolijh, uncertain, falfe. Coquet. 
Love is her con/taut welcome Giufl, 
Andjlill the neweft pleafes befl. 
Quickly fke likes, then leaves as foon ; 
Her Life on Woman's a Lampoon. 

Yet for the Plague of human Race, 
This Devil has an AngePs Face ; 
Suck Youth, fuch Sweetnefs in. her Loot, 
Who ean be Man, and not be took? 
What former Love, what Wit, what Art, 
Can fave a poor inclining Heart i 

In vain a thoufand Times an hour 
Reafou rebels againfl her Power. 
In vain I rail, I curfe her Charms \ 
One Look my feeble Rage difarms. 
There is Inc/iantmcnt in her Eyes; 
Who fees 'em, can no more be wife. 



Enter Wilding, who runs to embrace L. GaL 
Wild. Twelve was the lucky Minute when we met : 
Mod charming of your Sex, and wifeil of all Widows, 
My Life, my Soul, my Heaven to come, and here I 
Now I have liv'd to purpofe, fince at lafl — Oh killing Joy ! 
Come, let me fold you, prefs you in my Arms, 
And kifs you Thanks for this dear happy Night. 

L. Gal. You may fpare your Thanks, Sir, for thofe 
that will deferve 'em ; I fhall give ye no occalion for 

Wild. Nay, no fcruplcs now, deareft of Dears, no more, 

'Tis moll unleafonable 

I bring a Heart full fraight with eager Hopes, 
Opprefl with a vafl Load of longing Love ; 
Let me unlade mc in that foft white Bofom, 
That Storehoufe of rich Joys and lading Pleafures, 
And lay me down as on a Bed of LUlies. 

15 K s L. GaL 
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[She breaks from him. 

L. Gal. You're wondrous full of Love and Rapture, 
Sir ; but certainly you miftake Ute Perfon you addrefs 
'era to. 

Wild. Why, are you not my Lady Catliard, that very 
Lady Galliard, who, if one may take her Word foft, 
loves Wilding? Am I not come hither by your own Ap- 
pointment ; and can I have anyothcrllufinefshere at this 
time of night, but Love, and Rapture, and 

L. Gal. Scandalous and vain ! by my Appointment, 
and for fo leud a purpofe ! guard me ye good Angels. 
If after an Affront fo grofs as this, 
I ever fuffer you to fee me more, 
Then think me what your Carriage calls me, 
An impudent, an open Proftitutc, 
Loft to all fenfe of virtue, or of Honour. 

Wild. What can this mean ? [Afide. 

Oh, now I underftandthe Myftcry. [Looting on Clofet. 
Her Woman's here, that troublefome piece of Train. 

1 muft remove her. Hark ye, Mrs, Clofet, I had 

forgot to tell you, as I came up I heard a Ki ni'iim n of 
yours very earned with the Servants below, and in great 
hallo to fpeak with you, 

Clo. A Kinfman ! that's very likely indeed, and at this 
time of night 

Wild. Yes, a very near Kinfman, he faid he was your 
Father's own Mother's Uncle's Sifter's Son ; what d'ye 
call him J 

Clo/. Ay, what d'ye call him indeed ? I fhou'd be glad 
to hear his Name. Alas, Sir, I have no near Relation 
living that I know of, the more's my Misfortune, poor 
helplefs Orphan that I am. [Weeps. 

Wild. Nay, but Mrs. Clofet, pray take me right, 
This Country-man of yours, as 1 was faying — 

L. Gal. Chang'd already from a Kinfman to a Coun- 
tryman ! a plain Contrivance to get my Woman out of 
the Room. Clofet, as you value my Service, ftir not 
from hence. 

Wild. This Countryman of yours, I fay, being left 
Executor of your Father's lafl Will and Teftament, is 
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come Dull Waiting- woman, I wou'd be alone with 

your Lady ; know your Cue and retire. 

Clof. How, Sir ! 

Wild. Learn, I fay, to underfland Reafon when you hear 
it Leave us awhile ; Love is not a Came for thee to 
play at [Gives her Money. 

Clof. I muft own to all the World, you have convine'd 
me j I ask a thoufand Pardons for my Dulnefs. Well, 
111 be gone, 111 run; you're a moil powerful Pcrfon, 
the very Spirit of Perfuafion — 111 ileal out— You have 
fuch a taking way with you — But I forgot my fclf. 
Well, your mod obedient Servant ; whenever you've 
occalion, Sir, be pleas'd to ufe me freely, 

Wild. Nay, dear Impertinence, no more Comple- 
ments, you fee I'm bufy now ; prithee be gone, you fee 
I 



Ztof. I'm: 



Clof. I m all Obedience to you, Sir 
Your moil obedient 

L. Gal. Whither are you Asking and giggiting now ? 

Clof. Madam, I am going down, and will return im- 
mediately, immediately. [Exit. Clof. 

Wild. So, (he's gone ; Heaven and broad Gold be 
prais'd for the Deliverance. And now, dear Widow, 
let's lofe no more precious time ; we have fool'd away 
too much already. 

L. Gal. This tome? 

Wild. To you, yes, to whom elfe mould it be? un- 
lefs being fenfibte you have not Uifcrction enough to ma- 
nage your own Affairs your fclf, you refolvc like other 
Widows, with all your Worth to buy a Govemour, 
commonly call'd a Husband, I took ye to be wifcr ; but 
if that be your Deiign, I lhall do my bed to ferve you — 
tho to deal freely with you 

L. Gal. Trouble not your felf, Sir, to make Escufes ; 
I'm not fo fond of the Offer to take you at your Word. 
Marry you ! a Rakelhame, who have not Efleem enough 
for the Sex to believe your Mother honed— — without 
Money or Credit, without Land either in prefent or prof- 
pefl ; and has a dozen hungry Vices, like fo many Dau- 
ling Brats at 'your Back, perpetually craving, and more 
chargeable 
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chargeable to keep than twice the number of Children. 

Befidcs, 1 think you are provided for ; are you not mar- 
ried to Mrs. Chariot Gel-all t 

Wild. Married to her I Do I know her, you fhou'd ra- 
ther ask. What Fool has forg'd this unlikely Lye r but 
fuppofe it were true, cou'd you be jealous of a Woman I 
many ? Do you take me for fuch an Afs, to fufpe^l I 
(hall love my own Wife ? On the other fide, I have a 
great Charge of Vices, as you weii obferve, and I mud 
not be fo barbarous to let 'cm ftarve. Every body in this 
Age takes care to provide for their Vices, tho they fend 
their Children a begging ; I fhou'd be worfc than an Infi- 
del to neglecl them. No, I mufl marry fome ftitf auk- 
ward thing or other with an ugly Face, and a handfom Ef- 
tate, that's certain : but whoever is ordain'd to make my 

Fortune, 'tis you only can make me happy Come, do 

it then. 

L. Gat. I never will. 

Wild. Unkindly faid, you muft 

L. Gal. Unreafonable Man ! becaufe you fee 




A fatal yielding in my Nature toward you, 

Love bends my Soul that way — 

A Wcakncfs I ne'er felt in any other; 

And wou'd you be fo bafe? and cou'd you have the Heart 

To take th' advantage on't to ruin me. 

To make me infamous, defpis'd, loath 'd, pointed at ? 

Wild. Vou reafon falfe, 
According to the (Iricleft Rules of Honour, 
Beauty fhould Ail) be the Reward of Love, 
Not the vile Merchandize of Fortune, 
Or the cheap Drug of a Church -Ceremony. 
She's only infamous, who to her Bed 
For Intercft takes fome naufcuus Clown fhe hales ; 
And tho a Jointure or a Vow in publick 
Be her Price, that makes her but the dearer Whore. 

L. Gal. I underfland not thefc new Morals. 

Wild. Have Patience I fay, 'tis clear; 
All the Dcftres of mutual Love are virtuous. 

Can 
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Can Heavri or Man be angry that you pleafe 

Your fclf, and me, when it does wrong to none 1 

Why rave you then on things that ne'er can be ? 

Bolides, arc wc not alone, and private? who can know it ? 

L. Gal. Heaven will know it; and I — that, that'i e- 
nough : but when you arc weary of me, firfl your Friend, 
then his, then all the World. 

Wild. Think not that time will ever come. 

L. Gal. Oh, it mull, it will 

Wild. Or if it fhoiild, could I be fuch a Villain— 
Ah cruel 1 if you love me as you fay, 
You wou'd not thus diflruft me. 

L. Gni. You do me wrong, I love you more than e'er 
my Tongue, 
Or all the Aflions of my Life can tell you— fo well — 
Your very Faults, how grofs foe'er to me, 
Have fomething pleating in 'em. To me you're all 
That Man can praife, or Women can defire ; 
All Charm without, and all Defert within. 
But yet my Virtue is more lovely flill ; 
That is a Price too high to pay for you ; 
The Love of Angels maybe bought too dear, 
If we bellow on them what's kept for Heaven. 

Wild. Hell and the Devil ! I'll hear no more 
Of this religious Stuff, this godly Nonfenfe. 
Death, Madam, do you bring me into your Chamber to 
preach Virtue to me ? 

L. Gal. I bring you hither ! how can you fay it ? 
I fuffer'd you indeed to come, but not 
For the bale end you fancy'd, but to take 
Alaft Leave of you. Let my Heart break with Love, 
I cannot be that wretched thing you'd have me ; 
Believe I Hill (hall have a Kindncfs for you. 
Always your Friend, your Miftrcfs now no more. 

Wild. Cozen'd, abus'd, (he loves fomc other Man ! 
Dull Blockhead, not to find it out before ! [AJide. 

Well, Madam, may I at lad believe 

This is your fix'd and final RefolutionJ 

And does your Tongue now truly fpeak your Heart, 

That has fo long bety'd it ? 

L Gal. 
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L. Gal. It does. 

Wild. I'm glad on'L Good Nipht ; and when I vifit 



n thus fool n 



[Ogerstog, 



u again tl 

L. Gail. Stay but a Moment. 

Wild. For what? to praife your Night-drefs, or make 
Court to your little Dog ? No, no, Madam, fend for Mr. 
Flamfull, and Mr. Flatterbua, Mr. Lap-fool and Mr. 
Lovcall ; they'll do it better, and arc more at lcifure. 

L. Gal. Hear me a little : You know I both defpife, 
and hate thofe civil Coxcombs, as much as I cileern and 
love you. But why will you be gone fo foon ? and why 
are ye fo cruel to urge me thus to part either with your 
good Opinion or your Kindnefs t 1 wou'd fain keep 'em 
both. [In a/oft Tone. 

Wild. Then keep your Word, Madam. 

L. Gal. My Word I and have 1 promis'd then to be 
A Whore? A Whore ! Oh let me think of that ! 
A Man's Convenience, his lcifure Hours, his Bed of Eafe, 
To loll and tumble on at idle times ; 
The Slave, the Hackney of his lawlefs Luft ; 
A loalh'd Extinguilher of filthy Flames, 
Made ufcof, and thrown by Oh infamous ! 

Wild. Come, come, you love me not, I fee it plain ; 
That makes your Scruples ; that, that's the Reafon 
You Mart at Words, and turn away from Shadows. 
Already fome pert Fop, fome Ribbon Fool, 
Some dancing Coxcomb, has fupplanted me 
In that unfleady treacherous Woman's Heart of yours. 

L, Gal. Believe it if you wilL Yes, let me be falfe, 
unjuft, ungrateful, any thing but a — Whore — 

Wtld. Ob, Sex on purpofe fonn'd to plague Mankind 1 
All that you are, and all you do's a Lye. 
Falfe are you Faces, falfe your floating Hearts ; 
Falfe arc your Quarrels, falfe your Reconcilements : 
Enemies without Reafon, and dear without Kindnefs ; 
Your Friend Ihip's falfe, but much more falfe your Love j 
Yourdamn'd deceitful Love is all o'er falfe. 

L. Gal. Falfe rather are the Joys you are fo fond o£ 
Be wife, and ceafe, Sir,to purTue'em farther. 

Wild. No, them I can never quit, but you moA eafily : 
A Woman changeable and falfe as you. L. Gal. 
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L. Gal. Said you molt eafily f Oh, inhuman ! 
Your cruel Words have walcVl a difmal Thought ; 
I feel 'em cold and heavy at my Heart, 
And Weakncfs deals upon my Soul apace ; 

I find I mult be miferabk 

I wou'd not be thought falfe. 

[In a /oft Tom, coming near htm. 

Wild. Nor wou'd I think you fo ; give me not Caufe. 

L. Gal. What Heart can bear diftruft from what it loves i 
Or who can always her own Wiih deny 1 [Afide. 

My Reafon's weary of unequal Strife ; 
And Love and Nalure will at !a(l o'ercome. 
— Do you not then believe I love you ? 

J To Him in a /oft Tone. 
remain unkind ! 
L. Gal. How (hall I fpeak my guilty Thoughts? 
I have not Power to part with you ; conceal my Shame, 

I doubt 
I cannot, 1 fear I fhou'd not any more deny you. 

Wild. Oh heavenly Sound 1 Oh charming Creature 1 
Speak that Word again, agen, agen ! for ever let me 

L. Gal. But did you not indeed? and will you never, 
never love Mrs. Chariot, never 1 

Wild. Never, never. 

L. Gal. Turn your Face away, and give me leave 
To hide my rifing illumes : I cannot look on you, 

[As this la/l Speech is /peaking, fhe finks into his 
Arms by degrees, 

But you muft undo mc if you will 

Since 1 no other way my Truth can prove, 

You {hall fee I love. 

Pity my Weakncfs, and admire my Love. 

Wild. All Heaven is mine, I have it in my Arms, 
Nor can ill Fortune reach me any more. 
Fate, I defy thee, and dull World, adieu. 
In Love's kind Fever let me ever lie, 
Drunk with Defirc, and raving mad with Joy. 

[Exeunt into Red-chamber, Wild, leading 
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SCENE changes. 

Enter Sir Charles Meriwill and Sir Anthony, Sir Charles 

Sir Anth. A Dog, a Rogue, to leave her ! 

Sir Char. Why, look yc, Uncle, what wou'd you have 

a Man do ? I brought her to her Coach 

Sir Anth. To her Coach ! to her Coach ! Did not I 

Suit her into your Hand, folio Vd you out, wink'd, 
mil'd and nodded ; cry'd "bye Charles, 'bye Rogue ; 
which was as much as to fay, Go home with her Charles, 
home to her Chamber, Charles ; nay, as much as to fay, 

Home to her lied, Charles : nay, as much as to fay 

Hum, hum, a Rogue, a Dog, and yet to be modeft too ! 
That I fhou'd bring thee up with no more Fear of God be- 
fore thy Eyes I 

Sir Char. Nay, dear Uncle, don't break my Heart 
now! Why I did proffer, and prefs, and fwcar, and 

ly"d, and but a pox on her, fhc has the damn'dft 

wlKvillirig way with her, as dear Charles, nay prithee, 
fie, 'tis late, to morrow, my Honour, which if you lov^i 
you wou'd preferve ; and fuch obliging Reafons. 

Sir Anth. Reafuns ! Reafon ! a Lover, and talk of 
Rcafon ! You lye, Sirrah, you lye- Leave a Woman 
for Reafon, when you were fo finely drunk too, a Rafcal 1 
Sir Char. Why look ye, d'ye fee, Uncle, I durft not 
trufl my felf alone with her in this pickle, left I Ihou'd 
ha' fallen foul on her. 

Sir Anth. Why there's it ; 'tis that you fhou'd have 
done ; I am miilaken if (he be not one of thofe Ladies 
that love to be ravilht of a Kindncfs. Why, your willing 
Uape is all the F:Uhiem, Charles. 
Sir Char. Cut hark yc, Uncle. 

Sir Anth. Why how now, Jack-fauce, what, capitulate? 
Sir Char. Why do but hear me, Uncle ; Lord, you're 
fo hafty ! Why look ye, I am as ready, d'ye fee, as any 
Man on thefe Occafions. 



fobcr again, iraverling 
your 
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your Chamber with Arms acrofs, railing on Love and 
Women, and at lad defeated, turn whipping Tom, to re- 
venge your felf on the whole Sex. 

Sir Char. My dear Uncie, come kifs me and be 
friends ; I will be rul'd. [Kifts Mm. 

Sir Attth. — A mod admirable good-natur'd Hoy this ! 
[Afide.] Well then, dear C/mrlcs, know I have brought 
thee now hither to the Widow's Houfe, with a Rcfolu- 
tion to have thee order matters fo, as before thou quitft 
her, (he fhall be thy own, Boy. 

Sir Char. Gad, Uncle, thou'rt a Cherubin ! Intro- 
duce me, d'ye fee, and if I do not fo woo the Widow, 
and fo do the Widow, that e'er morning fhe (halt be 

content to take me for better for worfe Renounce 

me ! Egad 111 make her know the Lord God from Tom 
Hell, before 1 have done with her. Nay, backt by my 
noble Uncle, 111 venture on her, had fhe all Cupid's Ar- 
rows, Vcnus's Beauty, and M,-jJalina's Fire, d'ye fee. 

Sir Atiih. A fwect Boy, a very fweet Boy ! Hum, 

thou art damnable handfome to Night, Charm Ay, 

thou wilt do't ; I fee a kind of rcfiftlefs Leudnefs about 
thee, a moll triumphant Impudence, loofc and wanton. 

[Stands looking on him. 
Enter ClofcL 

Clof. Heavens, Gentlemen, what makes you here at 
this time of Night? 

Sir Char. Where's your Lady ? 

Clof. Softly, dear Sir. 

Sir Char. Why is fhe aflccp 1 Come, come, I'll wake 
her. [ Offers to force in as to /he Bed-chamber. 

Clof. Hold, hold, Sir ; No, no, ftie's a little bufy, Sir. 

Sir Char- I'll have no Bufinefs done to Night, Sweet- 



For Heaven's fake, Sir. be gone. 
Sir Char. Ill not budge. 
Sir Anth. No not a Foot. 

Clof. The City you know, Sir, is fo cenforious 

Sir Char. Damn the City. 

Sir Anth. All the Whigs, Charles, all the Whiys. 
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Sir Char. In fhort, I am lefolvM, d'ye fee, to go to 
the Widow's Chamber. 

Sir Attfh. Harkye, Mrs. Clo/et, I thought I had entire- 
ly cngag'd you this Evening. 

Clof. I am perfectly yours, Sir; but how it happens fo, 

her Mother being there Vet if you wou'd withdraw 

for half an hour, into my Chamber, till ihc were gone — 

Sir Antk. This is the Reafon, Charles. Here, here's 
two Pieces to buy thee a Gorget [Gives her Monty. 

Sir Char. And here's my two, becaule thou art induf- 

trious. [Gives her Money, and goes out with her. 

Enter Lady Galliard in rage, held by Wilding. 

L. Gal. What have I done? Ah, whither ihall I fly ? 

[iVtefis. 

Wild. Why all thefe Tears? Ah, why this cruel Paf- 

L. Gal. Undone, undone ! Unhand me falfe, for- 
fworaj 

Be gone, and let me rage till I am dead. 
What (hou'd I do with guilty Life about me? 

Wild. Why, Where's the harm of what we two have 
done? 

L. Gal. Ah, leave me 

Leave me alone to figh to flying Winds, 
That the Infection may be bom aloft, 
And reach no human Ear. 

Wild. Ceafe, lovely Charmer, ccafe to wound me 
more. 

L. Gal. Shall I furvive this Shame ? No, if I do, 
Eternal Blufhes dwell upon my Cheeks, 
To tell the World my Crime. 
Mifchief and Hell, what Devil did poflefs me 7 

Wild. It was no Devil, but a Deity ; 
A little gay-wing'd God, harmlefs and innocent, 
Young as Dcfirc, wanton as Summer-breezes, 
Soft as thy Smiles, refiftlefs as thy Eyes. 

L. Gal. Ah, what malicious God, 
Sworn Enemy to feeble Womankind, 
Taught thee the Art of Conqueft with thy Tongue ? 
Thy falfe deluding Eyes were furely made 
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Of Stars that rule our Sex's Deftmy : 

And all thy Charms were by Inchantment wrought, 

That firll undo the hecdlefs gazers on, 

Then (hew their natural Deformity. 

Wild. Ah, my Galliard, am I grown ugly then ? 
Has my increafe of Paflion leffen'd yours? 

[/» a /oft T<au, 

L. Gal. Peace, Tempter, Peace, who artfully betrayed 

And then upbraided the Wretchedncfs thou'fl made. 

Ah, Fool, eternal Fool ! to know my Danger, 

Yet venture on fo evident a Ruin. 

Wild. Say, what one Grace is faded? 

Is not thy Face as fair, thy Eyes as killing? 

By Heaven, much more ! This charming change of Looks 

Raifes my Flame, and makes me wifh t'invoke 

The harmlcfs God again. [Embraces ker. 

L. Gal. By Heaven, not all thy Art 
Shall draw me to the tempting Sin again. 

Wild. Oh, I mull, or die. 

L. Gal. By all the Powers, by 

Wild. Oh, do not fwcar, left Love fhou'd take it ill 
That Honour fhou'd pretend to give him Laws, 
And make an Oath more powerful than his Godhead. 
Say that you will half a long Hour hence 

L. Gal. Hah ! 

Wild. Or fay a tedious Hour. 

L. Gal. Death, never 

Wild Or if you promife me then to morrow. 

I- Gal. No, hear my Vows. 

Wild. Hold, fee me die ; if you refolvc 'em fatal to 
my Love, by Heaven 111 do"t 

[Lays his Hand on his S-word. 

L. Gal. Ah, what 

Wild. Revoke that fatal Never then. 

L. Gal. I dare not. 

WUd. Oh, fay you wiU. 

L. Gal. Alas, I dare not utter it. 

Wild. Let's in, and thou fhak whifper it into my Bofom ; 
Or fighing, look it to me with thy Eyes. 

L. Gal. 
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Wild. It toucht tny Sou! ! Repeat that Sigh again. 
L. Gal. Ah, I confers I am but feeble Woman. 



[Signs. 



[Lea, 







Sir Char, Good Miftrefs Keep-door, (land by: for I 
muft enter. [Sir Char, without. 

L. Gal. Hah, young Meriu<ilV% Voice! 

Ctof. Pray, Sir Charles, let me go and give ray Lady 
notice. [She enters and goes to Wild. 

For Heaven's lake, Sir, withdraw, or my Lady's 

Honour's lull. 

Wild. What will you have me do? [To Galliard. 

L. Gal. Be gone, or you will mine me for ever. 

[In dif order. 

Wild. Nay, then I will obey. 

L. Gal. Here, down the back-Hairs 

As you have Honour, go and cherifh mine. [Pulling Aim. 
— He's gone, and now methinks the fhivcring Fit of 
Honour is return'd. 

Enter Sir Charles, rudely pujhing Clofct qfide with 
Sir Anthony. 

Sir Char. Dcn/d an entrance 1 nay, then there is a 
Rival in the Cafe, or fo ; and I'm refolv'd fo difcover 
the Hellilh Plot, d'ye fee. 

[Jujl as he enters drunk at one Door, Wild, returns 
at the other. 

L. Gal. Ha, Wilding return'd ! Shield me ye Shades of 
Night. [Puts out the Candle, and goes to Wild. 

Wild. The Back- Stairs Door is lockt 

L. Gal. Oh, I am loft) curie on this fatal Night ! 
Art thou refolv'd on my undoing every way ? 

CloJ. Nay, now we're by dark, let me alone to guide 
yon. Sir. [TtfWild. 

Sir Char. What, what, all in darknefs? Do you make 
Love like Cats, by Star-light ? [Reeling about. 

L. Gal. Ah, he knows he's here ! — Oh, what a pain 
is Guilt ! [Afidt. 

Wild. I wou'd not be furpriz'd. 

As Clofct takes him to lead him out, he takes out his 

Sword, and by dark pujkes by Sir Charles, and al- 

moft 
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moll overthrows Sir Anih. at "which they both draw, 
■whiljl he goes out with Clofet. 
Sir Char. Hah, Gad 'twas a Sp.uk !— What, vanifht ! 



Sir, and— 

\JuJl as they are pajjing at each other, Clofet 
enters with a Candle. 

Hah, why what have we here? my nown Flelh and 

Blood ? [Embracing his Uncle. 

Sir Anth. Cry mercy, Sir ! Pray now fell we out J 
Sir Char. Out, Sir ! Prithee Where's my Rival? Where's 

the Spark, the Gad, I took thee for an errant Rival ; ' 

Where is he s [Searching about. 

1_ Gal. Whom feek ye. Sir, a Man, and in my Lodg- 



p? 



Lilous lying 



Clef. A Man ! Merciful, what will this fc.indalous lying 
World come to ? Here's no Man. 

Sir Char. Away, I fay, thou damn'd Domeflick In- 
telligence, that -corned out every half hour with fome 
frelh Sham — No Man ! — What, 'twas an Appointment 
only, hum, — which 1 fhall now mate bold to unappoint, 
render null, void, and of nooe effect. And if I find him 
here, [Searches about] I fhall very civilly and accidentally, 

as it were, being in perfect friendlhip with him pray 

mark that— — -run him thro the Lungs. 

L. Gal. Oh, what a Coward's Guilt 1 what mean you. 
Sir? 

Sir Char. Mean ! why I am obftinately bent to rarifh 
thee, thou hypocritical Widow, make thee mine by force, 
that fo I may have no obligation to thee, and confequcntly 
ufe thee fcurvtly with a good Confciencc. 

Sir Anth. A moil delicate Boy! I'll warrant him as 
leud as the beft of 'em, God grant him Life and Health. 
[Afide. 

L. Gall. Tis late, and I entreat your abfence, Sir: 
Thefe are my Hours of Prayer, which this unfeafonablc 
Vifit has dillurb'd. 

Sir Char. Prayer ! no more of that, Sweetheart ; for 
let me tell you, your Prayers are heard. A Widow of 
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your Youth and Complexion can be praying for nothing 
fo iale, but a good Husband ; and fee, Heaven has Cent 
him juil in the crit — critical minute, to fupply your Oc- 
caiions. 

Sir Anth. A Wag, an arch Wag ; he'll learn to make 
Lampoons prefenily. I'll not give Sixpence from him, 
tho to the poor of the Parifh. 

Sir Char. Come, Widow, let's to Bed. 

[Pullt her.Jke is angry. 

1_ Call. Hold, Sir, you drive the r eft too far ; 
And I am in no humour now for Mirth. 

Sir Char. Jeft : Gad ye lye, I was never in more ear- 
ndl in all my Life. 

Sir Anth. He's in a heavenly humour, thanks to good 
Wine, good Counfe!, and good Company. 

[Getting nearer the Door (Hit 

L. Gall. What mean you, Sir 1 what can my Woman 
think to fee me treated thus? 

Sir Char. Well thought on I Nay, we'll do things de- 
cently, d'ye fee 

Therefore, thou fomelimcs necefiary Utenfil, withdraw. 

[Gives her to Sir Anth. 

Sir Anth, Ay, ay, let me alone to leach her her Duty. 
[Pujhes her out, and goes out. 

L. Gall. Stay, Clo/et, I command ye. 

What have you fecn in me Ihou'd move you to this 

rudenefs ? [To Sir Char. 

Sir Char. No frowning; for by this dear Night, 'tis 
Charity, care of your Reputation, Widow ; and there- 
fore 1 am refolv'd no body (hall lie with you but my felf. 
You have dangerous Wafps buzzing about your Hive, 

Widow mark that — -{She flings from him.) Nay, 

no parting but upon terms, which in fhort, d'ye fee, are 
thefe : Down on your Knees, and fwear mc heartily, as 
Gad (hall judge your SouL d'ye fee, to marry me to mor- 






L. Gal. To 



Sir Char. So have I. Nay Gad, an you be for the 
ncarcft way to the Wood, the fober difcreet way of lov- 




! Oh, 1 have urgent bufinefs 
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ing, ! am Cony for you, look ye. 

h. Gal Hold, Sir, what mean you r 

Sir Char. Only to go to Bed, that's alL 

[Still undreffing. 

L. Gal. Hold, hold, or III call out 

Sir Char. Ay, do, call up a Jury of your Female 
Neighbours, they'll be for me, d'ye fee, bring in the Bill 
Ignoramus, tho I am no very true blue Proteftant neither ; 
therefore difpatch, or 

L. Gal. Hold, arc you mad? I cannot promife you to 
night 

Sir Char. Well, well, 111 be content with Performance 
then to night, and trufl you for your Promife till to mor- 
row. 

Sit A nth. peeping.] Ah, Rogue ! by George he out-does 
my Expectations of him. 

L. Gal. What Impofitiun's this! I'll call for help. 

Sir Char. You need not, you'll do my bufmefs better 
alone. [Pulls her. 

L. Gal. What Ihall I do ? how (hall I fend him hence ? 
[A fide. 

Sir Anth. He (hall ne'er drink fmall Beer more, that's 
pofitive ; I'll burn all's Books too, they have heip'd to 
fpoil him ; and fick or well, found or unfound, Drinking 
rfiall be his Diet, and Whoring his Study. 

[A fide, peeping unfeen. 

Sir Char. Come, come, no paufing ; your Promife, or 
""' to Bed. [Offers to pull off his Breeches, having pul- 



And to be rid of him I'll promife him ; he'll have forgot 
it in his fober Paffion. [Afide. 

Hold, 1 do fwcar I will — 

[He fumbUng to undo his Breeches. 
Sir Char. What ? 
h. Gal. Marry you. 
SirCW-. When? 

L. Gat. Nay, that's too much Hold, hold, I will 

to morrow — Now you are fatisfy'd, you will withdraw 1 
Enter Sir Ant. and Clofet 

Sir Anth. 
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Sir Anth. Charles, Joy, Charles, give you Joy, here 1 * 
two fubflantial Witnefles. 

Clef. I deny it, Sir ; I heard no fuch thing. 
Sir Anth. What, what, Mrs. Clofet, a Waiting-wo- 
man of Honour, and flinch from her Evidence ! Gad, 
111 damn thy Soul if thou dar'll fwear what thou fa/ft. 

L_ Gat. How, upon the Catch, Sir ! am I bctray*d ? 
Bafe and unkind, is this your humble Love ? 
Is all your whining come to this falfe Man ! 
By Heaven, I'll be reveng'd. 

[She goes out in a Roge "with Clofet. 

Sir Char. Nay, Gad, you're caught, firugglc and floun- 
der as you pleafe, Sweetheart, you'll but intanglc more ; 
let me alone to tickle your Gills, i'faith. 

[Looking after her. 

Uncle, get ye home about your Ruimeis ; I hope 

you'll give mc the good morrow, as becomes me 1 

fay no more, a Word to the Wife. 

Sir Ant/i. By George, thou'rt a brave Fellow ; why, I 
did not think it had been in thee, Man. Well adieu ; I'll 

give thee fuch a good morrow, Charles the Devil's 

in him (—— 'Bye Charles a plaguy Rogue ! — 'night 

Boy a divine Youth ! 

[Going and returning, is not able to leave hint. 

Sir Char. Gad, I'll not leave tar now, till (he is mine ; 
Then keep her fo by conftant Confummation. 
Let Man o 1 God do his, III do my Part, 
In fpite of all her Ficklenefs and Art; 
There's one fure way to fix a Widow's Heart. [Exit. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

Sir Timothy'* Houfe. 

Enter Dreffwell, Foppington, and Jive or fix mar 
fedtvith Vizards and dark Lanthorns. 
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IN D. 



a plague of this damn'd Widow : The 
■v'i.1 him an unlucky Cart, and has 



Devil i 
thrown it him to nig 

Enter Wild, in Rapture and Joy. 
Hah, dear Tom, art thou come ? 

Wild. 1 faw how at her length fhe lay I 
1 faw her riling Bofom bare ! 

Fop. A Pox of her riling Bofom I My dear, let's drefs 
and about our Bufinefs. 

Wild. Her loofe thin Robes, thro which appear 
A Shape defign'd for Love and Play ! 

Dref. Sheart, Sir, is this a time for Rapture ? 'tis al- 
nii.ii t day. 

Wild. Ah, Frank, fuch a dear Night ! 

Dref. A Pox of Nights, Sir, think of this and the Day 
to come : which I perceive you were too well employ' cl 
to remember. 

Wild. The Day to come ! 
Death, who cou'd be fo dull in fuch dear Joys, 
To think of Time to come, or ought beyond 'em ! 
And had I not been interrupted by Charles Meri-ivil!, who 
getting drunk, had Courage enough to venture on an un- 
timely Vilit, I'd no more power of returning, than com- 
mitting Treafon : But that conjugal Lover, who will needs 
be my Cuckold, made me then give him way, that he 
might give it me another time, and fo unfeen I got off. 
But come- — -my Difguife. [Drefies. 

Dref. All's ftill and hulh, as if Nature meant to favour 
our Defign. 

Wild. Tis well : and hark ye, my Friends, 111 pre- 
fcribe ye no Bounds, nor Moderation : for I have confi- 
der"d, if we modeflly take nothing but the Writings, 
16 TolII. L 'twill 
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'till be eafy to fupe<?t the Thief. 

Fop. Right ; and fmce 'tis for fccuriog our Necks, 'tis 

lawful Prize Sirrah, leave the Portmantle here. 

[Exeunt as into the Houfe. 
After a [mail time, 
Enter Jervice undrefs'd, eying out, pur/u'd by fomt of 

the Thieves. 
Jer. Murder, Murder! Thieves, Murder! 

Enter Wilding with his Sword drawn. 
Wild. A plague upon his Throat : fel a Gag in's Mouth 
and bind him, tho he be my Uncle's chief Pimp — fo — 

[ Tliey bind and gag him. 
Enter DreflwelL 
Dref. WeU, we have bound all within hearing in their 
Bcrts. e'er they cou'd alarm their Fellows by crying out 

Wild. Tis well ; come, follow me, like a kind Mid- 
niRht-Ghoft, I will conduct yc to the rich buried Heaps — 
this Door leads to my Uncle's Apartment ; I know each 
fcciet Nook where any Treafure is. 

[All go in, leaving Jervice bound on the Stage. 
Enter Scnfure running half undrefs'd, as from Sir Timo- 
thy^ Chamber, with his Velvet-Coat on her Shoulders. 
Sen. Help, help ! Murder ! Murder ! 

tDref. Lab. and others purfueher. 
icrc, a Female bolted from Mr. 
Alderman's Bed 1 [Holding a Lanthorn to his Face. 

Sen. Ah mercy, Sir, alas, I am a Virgin. 

Dref. A Virgin ! Gad and that may be, for any great 
Miracles the old Gentleman can do. 

Sen. Do ! alas, Sir, I am none of the Wicked. 

Dref. That's well The fanctify'd Jilt profeffes In- 
nocence, yet has the Badge of her Occupation about her 
Neck. [Pulls off the Coal. 

Sen. Ah Misfortune, I have miflook his Worihip's 
Coat for my Gown. [A little Hook drops out of her Bofom. 

Dref. What have we here 1 A Sermon preacht by 
Richard Baxter, Divine. Gad a mercy. Sweetheart, thou 
art a hopeful Member of the true Protertant Caufe. 

■Sim. Alack, how the Saints may be fcandalig'd 1 I 
went but to tuck his Worihipup. 

Dref. 
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Drtf. And comment on the Text a little, which I 
fuppofc may be, increafc and multiply— Here, gag. and 
bind her. [Exit. Dref. 

Sen. Hold, hi.ld, 1 am with Child ! 

Lad. Then you'll go near to mifcarry of a Babe of 
Grace. 

Enter Wild. Fop. and others, leading in Sir Timothy in 
Ail Night-gown and MgkhCap. 

Sir Tim. Gentlemen, why Gentlemen, I befcech you 
ufe a Confctcnce in what yon do, and have a feeling in 
what you go about — Pity my Age. 

Wild, Damn'd beggarly Confcience, and needlefs Pi- 
ty 

Sir Tim. Oh fearful — —But, Gentlemen, what is't you 
defign I is it a general Malfacre, pray 1 or am 1 the only 
Perfon aim'd at as a Sacrifice for the Nation ? 1 know, 
and all the World knows, how many Plots have been 
laid againft my felf, both by Men, Women and Children, 
the diabolical EmilTaricsof the Pope. 

Wild. How, Sirrah ! [Fiercely, he Jlarts. 

Sir Tim. Nay, Gentlemen, not but I love and honour 
his Holinefs with all my Soul ; and if his Grace did but 
know what I've done for him, d'ye fee 

Fop. Vou done for the Pope, Srirrah ! Why what 
have you done for the Pope ? 

Sir Tim. Why, Sir, an't like ye, I have done you ve- 
ry great Service, very great Service ; for I have been, 
d'ye fee, in a fmall Tryaf I had, the caufe and occalion of 
invalidating the Evidence to that degree, that I fuppofe no 
Jury in Chriflendom will ever have the Impudence to be- 
lieve 'cm hereafter, fhou'd they fwear againft his Holinefs 
and all the Conclave of Cardinals. 

Wild. And yet you plot on ftilL cabal, treat, and keep 
open Debauch, for all the Rcncgado-Torics and old Com- 
mon wealthfm en to cany on the good Caufe. 

Sir Tint. Alas what tignifies that ! You know Gentle- 
men, that I have fuch a ftrange and natural Agility in 

turning 1 (hall whip about yet, and leave 'cm all in 

the Lurch. 

Wild. Tis very likely ; but at this lime wc (hall not 
L 3 take 
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take your Word for that. 

Sir Tim. Bloody-minded Men, are you refolved to af- 
faflinnte me then ? 

Wild. You trifle, Sir, and know our Bufinefs better, 
than to think wc come to take your Life, which wou'd 

not advantage a Dog, much lcfs any Party or Perfon 

Come, come, your Keys, your Keys. 

Fop. Ay, ay, diicover, difcovcr your Mony, Sir, your 
ready 

Sir Tim. Mony, Sir I good lack is that all ? [Smiling 
on Vm] Why what a Bcaft was I, not knowing of your 
coming, to put out all my Mony Lift Week to Alderman 
Draw-toolh? Alack, alack, what ihift fhall 1 make now 

to accommodate you ? But if you pleafe to come 

again to morrow 

Fop. A (hamming Rogue ; the right Sneer and Grin of 

a diffembling Whig. Come, come, deliver. Sir ; we 

are for no Rhctorick but ready Mony. 

[Aim 

Sir Tim. Hold, I befcech you, Gentlemen, not 1 
loud; for there is a Lord, a mod coniiderable Perfon, 
and a Stranger, honours my Houfeto night ; I wou'd not 
for the world his Lordfhip fnou'd be difturb'd. 

Wild. Take no care for him, he's fail bound and all 
his Retinue. 

Sir Tim. How, bound ! my Lord bound, and all his 
People ! Undone, undone, difgrae'd ! What will the 
Polanders fay, that I fnou'd expofe their Embaffador to 
this Difrefpcct and Affront ? 

Wild. Bind him, and take away his Keys. 

[They bind him hand and foot, and late 
his Ktyt out of his Bofom. Ex. all. 

Sir Tim. Ay, ay, what you pleafe, Gentlemen, fince 
my Lord's bound— Oh, what Rccompence can I make 
for fo unhofpitable Ufagcl 1 am a mod unfortunate Ma- 
giftrate : hah, who's there, ftrvicel Alas, art thou here 
too ? What, canft not 'fpeak 1 but 'lis no matter and 1 
were dumb too ; for what Speech or Harangue will ferve 

my Pardon of my Lord J And then my IKi- 

refs, jervice, ay, my rich Heirtfs, why fhe'll be lavifht : 
Oh 
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Oh Heavens, ravifht ! The young Rogues will have no 
Mercy, Jervice ; nay, perhaps as ihou fay'd, they'll carry 
her away. Oh that thought '. Gad I'd rather the City- 
Charter were loft. \Enterfome with Bags of Many. 
~Why Gentleman, rob like Chridians, Gentlemen. 

Fop. What, do you mutter, Dog ? 

Sir Tint. Not in the lead. Sir, not in the lead ; only 

a Confcience, Sir, in all things does well Barbarous 

Rogues. \Tluy all go out again.'] Here's your arbitrary 
Vawzt^yerviee ; here's the Rule of the Sword now for 
you : Thefe are your Tory Rogues, your tantivy Royfters ; 
but we lhall cry quits with you, Rafcals, e'er long ; and 
if we do come to our old Trade of Plunder and Sec|ucf- 
tration, we will fo handle ye— well fparc neither Prince, 
Peer, nor Prelate. Oh, I long to have a flice at your fat 
Church-men, your Crape-Go wnonims. 

Enter Wild, and the reft, tvith more Bags. 

Wild. A Prize, a Prize, my Lads in ready Guineas ; 
Contribution, my beloved. 

Dref. Nay, then 'tis lawful price, in fpite of Ignora- 
mus and all his Tribe— What haft thou here ? 

(7*o Fop. who enters toith a Bag full of Papers. 

Fop. A whole Bag of Knavery, damn'd Sedition, Li- 
bels, Treafon, Succeflions, Rights and Privileges, with 
a new fafhion'd Oath of Abjuration, call'd the Affocia- 

tion. Ah Rogue, what will you fay when thefe lhall 

be made publick ' 

Sir Tim. Say, Sir ? why III deny it, Sir ; for what 
Jury will believe fo wife a Magiftrate as I cou'd commu- 
nicate fuch Secrets to fuch as you ? I'll fay you foi^d 'em, 

and put 'em in or print every one of 'em, and own 

'cm, as long as they were writ and publifht in London, 
Sir. Come, come, the World is not fo bad yet, but a 
Man may fpeak Treafon within the Walts of London, 
thanks be to God, and honed eonfeientious Jury-Men. 
And as for the Mony, Gentlemen, take notice you rob 
the Party. 

Wild. Come, come, carry off the Booly, and prithee 

remove that Rubbilh of the Nation out of the wav 

Yout fervant, Sir.— So, away with him to L>re£%nefe 
L 3 Lodgings, 
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Dref. Well, you arc furc you have all you came for 1 

Wtld, All's fafe, my Lads, the Writings all— 

Fop. Come, let's away then. 

Wild. Away f what meaneil thou 7 is there not a Lord 
to be found bound in his lied, and all his People ? Come, 
come, difpatch, and each Man bind his Fellow. 

Fop. We had better follow the Baggage, Captain. 

Wild. No, wc have not done fo ill, but we dare Ihcw 
our Faces. Come, come, to binding. 

Fop. And who mail bind the lad Man i 

Wild. Honcft Luboir, d'ye hear, Sirrah ? you get drunk 
and lay in your Clothes under the Hall-Table ; d'ye hear 
me 1 Look to't, ve Rafcal, and carry things difcreetly, 
or youT) be hang'd, that's certain. [Ex. Wild, and Dref. 

Fop. So, now will I i'th' Morning 1 to CharM, and give 
her (uch a Character of her Love, as if Ihe have Rcfent- 
ment, makes her mine. [Exit. Fop. 

Sir Tim. {calls -within). Ho, yenkins, Roger, Simon I 
where are thefe Rogues ? none left alive to come to my 
Afiiftance I So ho, ho, ho, ho I Rafcals, Sluggards, 
Drones ! fo ho, ho, ho ! 

Lab. So, now's my Cue — and (lay, I am not yet fober. 
[Puts kimfdfinto a drunitm Pofturt. 

Sir Tim. Dogs, Rogues, none hear me f Fire, fire, 
firejl 

Lab. Water, water, I fay ; for I am damnable dry. 

Sir Tim. Hah, who's there 1 

Lab. What doleful Voice is that t 

Sir Tim. What art thou, Friend or Foe 1 

[In a doleful Tone. 

Lab. Very direful — why what the Devi! art thou I 

Sir Tim. If thou'rt a Friend, approach, approach the 
wretched. 

Lab. Wretched I What art thou, Ghoft, Hobgoblin, 
g Spirit 1 [Reding in with a Lanthorn ill's Hand. 
1. Oh, neither, neither, but mere Mortal, Sir 



Sir Tim 
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Timothy Treat-ail, robb'd and bound. 

SZoming out led by Laboir. 
.-,-„-.. • 

Sir Tim, How, one of my Lord's Servants ? Alas, alas, 
how cam'ft thou to efcape ? 

Lab. E'en by miracle, Sir ; by being drunk, and fal- 
ling afleep under the Hall-Table with your Worfhip's Dog 
Tory, till juft now a Dream of Small-beer wakM me : 
and crawling from my Kennel to fecure the black Jack, I 
ftumbled upon this Lanthorn, which I took for one, till 
I found a Candle in't, which helps me to ferve your Wor- 
fhip. 

[Goes to unbind his Hands. 

Sir Tim, Hold, hold, I fay ; for I fcorn to be fo un- 
civil to be unbound before his Lordfhip : therefore run, 
Friend, to his Honour's Chamber, for ne, alas, is confi- 
ned too. 

Lab. What, and leave his worthy Friend in diftrefs % 
by no means, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Well then, come, let's to my Lord, whom 
if I be not afham'd to look in the Face, I am an errant 
Sarazen. [Exit Sir Tim. and Lab. 

SCENE changes to Wilding^ Chamber. 

He is dif covered fitting in a Chair bound, his Valet 
bound by him; to him Sir Timothy and Laboir. 

Wild. Peace, Sirrah, for fure I hear fome comin g 
Villains, Rogues ! I care not for my felf, but for the 
good pious Alderman. [Sir Tim. as liftning. 

Sir Tim. Wonderful Goodnefs, for me ! Alas, my 
Lord, this fight will break my Heart. [Weeps. 

Wild. Sir Timothy fafe ! nay, then I do forgive 'em. 

Sir Tim. Alas, my Lord, I've heard of your rigid Fate. 

Wild. It is my Cuftom, Sir, to pray an Hour or two 
in my Chamber, before I go to Bed ; and having prayed 
that droufy Slave afleep, the Thieves broke in upon us un- 
awares, I having laid my Sword afide. 

Sir Tim. Oh, Heavens, at his Prayers ! damn'd Ruffians, 
and wou'd they not (lay till you had faid your Prayers? 

L 4 Wild 
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Wild. By no Perfuafion Can you not gucfs who 

they fhou'd be, Sir ? 

Sir Tim. Oh, fome daran'd Tory-iory Rogues, you 
may be furc, to rob a Man at his Prayers ! why what 
will this World come to? 

Wild. Let us not talk, Sir, but purfue 'em. 

[Offering logo. 

Sir Tim. Purine em ) alas, they're paft our reach by 
this time. 

Wild. Oh, Sir, they are nearer than you imagine : fome 
that know each Corner of your Houfe, I'll warrant 

Sir Tim. Think ye lb, my Lord I ay, this comes of 
keeping open Houfe ; which makes fo many fhut up their 
Doors at Dinner-time. 

Enter Drcflwell. 

Dref. Good Morrow, Gentlemen ! what was the Devil 
broke loofe to night ? 

Sir Tim. Only fome of his Imps, Sir, faucy Varlels, 
infupportable Rafcals — But well, my Lord, now I have 
feen your Lordlhip at liberty, I'll leave you to your reft, 
and go fee what Harm this night's Work has done. 

Wild. I have a little Bufmefs, Sir, and will take this 
time to difpatch it in ; my Servants (hall go to Bed, tbo 
'tis already day I'll wait on you at Dinner. 

Sir Tim. Your time ; my Houfe and all 1 have is yours ; 
and fo I take my Leave of your Lordlhip \fi x - ^' r Tim. 

Wild. Now for my angry Maid, young Chariot; 
Twill be a Task to foften her to Peace ; 
She is all new and gay, young as the Morn, 
Bhifhing as tender Kofe-Buds on their Stalks, 
Pregnant with Sweets, for the next Sun to ravilh. 

' Come, thou lhall along with me, I'll trull thy 

Friendfhip, [Exeunt. 

S C E NE changes to Diana\r Chamber, 

She is di/coverd dreffmg, with Betty. 
Dm. Methinks I'm up as early as if I had a mind to 
what I'm going to do, marry this rich old Coxcomb. 
Bet. And you do well to lofe no time. 

Dia. 



Sir Timothy Treat-all. 249 

Dia. Ah, Betty, and cou'd thy Prudence prefer an old 
Husband, becaufe rich, before fo young, fo handfom, 



but 1 verily belie 
— Ty this o 
purchafe, 



and fo foft a Lover ;.. . 

Bet. I know not that, Madai 
the way to keep your young Lc 

what Youth and Beauty 
Money and Quality may. 

Dia*. Ay, but to be oblig'd to lie with fuch a Beaft ; 
ay, there's the Devil, Betty. Ah, when I find the diffe- 
rence of their Embraces, 

The foft dear Arms of ll'ildim; round my Neck, 
From thofe cold feeble ones of this old Dotard ; 
When I fhall meet, inftead of Turn's warm Kiffes, 
A hollow Pair of thin blue wither'd Lips, 
Trembling with Palfy, (linking with Difeafe, 
By Age and Nature barricad&d up 
With a kind Nofe and Chin ; 

What Fancy or what Thought can make my Hours fup- 
portable ? 

Bet. What r why fix thoufand Pounds a Year, Miarcfs. 
He'll quickly die, and leave you rich, and then do what 
you pleale. 

Dicut. Die ! no, he's too temperate — Sure thefe Whigs, 
Betty, believe there's no Heaven, they take fuch care to 
live fo long in this World —No, hell out-live me. 

[Sigh!. 

Bet. In Grace a God he may be hang'd firil, Miftiefs— 
Ha, one knocks, and 1 believe 'tis he. 

[Ske goes to ope* the Door. 
Dia*. I cannot bring mv Heart to like this Bufmcfs ; 
One fight of my dear Tom wou'd turn the Scale. 
Bet. Who's there • 

Enter Sir Tim. joyful ; Dian. walks away. 
Sir Tim. 'Tis I, impatient I, who with the Sun have 
weleom'd in the Day ; 

This happy Day te be inroll'd 
In Rubrick Lelters and in Gold. 

Hum, 1 am profoundly eloquent this Morning. 

[A/idc. 



l; 
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Excellence, I approach [Going 

Dion. Like Phyfick in a Morning next one's Heart ; 

[A/Uc 
Which, tho it be neceflary, is moft filthy loathibm. 

[Going from him. 
Sir Tone What, do yon turn away, bright Son of Bean- 

Horn, I'm much upon the Sims and Days tins Mor- 

Dion. It wQl not down. 

[Turning on him, looks on him, and turns away. 

Sir Tim. Alas, ye Gods, am I defpis'd and fcorn'd ? 
Did I for this ponder upon the Queftion, 
Whether I mould be King or Alderman ? [Heroickfy. 

Dion. If I mud marry him, give him Patience to en- 
dure the Cuckolding, good Heaven. [Afide. 

Sir Tinu Heaven ! did (he name Heaven, Betty? 

Bet. I think (he did, Sir. 

Sir Tim. I do not like that : What need has (he to 
think of Heaven upon her Wedding-day ? 

Dian. Marriage is a fort of Hanging, Sir ; and I was 
only making a (hort Prayer before Execution. 

Sir Tim. Oh, is that all ? Come, come, well let that 
alone till we're abed, that we have nothing elfe to da 

[Takes her Hand. 

Dian. Not much, I dare fwear. 

Sir Tim. And let us, Fair one, hade ; the Parfon (lays ; 
betides, that heap of Scandal may prevent us — I mean, 
my Nephew. 

Dian. A Pox upon him now for naming Wilding. 

[Weeps. 

Sir Tim. How, weep at naming my ungracious Ne- 
phew? Nay then I am provok'd — Look on this Head, 
this wife and Reverend Head ; I'd have ye know, it 
has been taken meafure on to fit it to a Crown, d'ye fee. 

Dian. A Halter rather. 

Sir Tim. Ay, and it fits it too : and am I flighted, I 
that (hall receive Billet-Doux from Infantds ? 'tis moft 
uncivil and impolitick. 

Dian. 
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Dion. I hope he's mad, and then I reign alone. 
Pardon me, Sir, that parting Tear I fhed indeed at Wild- 
ing, 
Of whom ray foolifh Heart has now taen leave, 
And from this Moment is intircly yours. 

[Gives Aim her Hand, they go out. 

SCENE changes to a Street. 

Enter Chariot, led by Toppington, fuMou'd 6y Mrs. 
Clacket. 

Char. Stay, my Heart mifgives me, I fhali be undone. 
— Ah, whither was I going I [Pulls her Hand from Fop. 

Fob, Do, flay till the News arrives that he is married to 
her that had his Company to night, my Lady Galliard. 

Char. Oh ! Take heed left you fin doubly, Sir. 

Fop. By Heaven, 'tis true, he pall the Night with her. 

Char. All night ! what cou'd they find to dol 

Mrs. Clackct. A very proper Quellion ; I'll warrant you 
they were not idle, Madam. 

Char. Oh no ; they lookt and lov'd, and vow'd and 
lov'd, and fworc eternal Friendihip— Halle, haftc, and 
lead me to the Church, the Altar; I'll put it pail my 
Power to love him more. 

Fop. Oh, how you charm me ! [Takes her by t/ie Hand. 

Char. Yet what art thou t a Stranger to my Heart. 
Wherefore, ah why, on what occafion Ihou'd 1 ? 

Mrs. Clack. Acquaintance, 'tis enough, I know him, 
Madam, and I hope my Word will be taken for a greater 
matter in the City : In troth you're beholden to the Gen- 
tleman for marrying you, your Reputation's gone. 

Char. How, am I not honeft then f 

Mrs. Clack. Marry Heaven forbid ! But who that knows 
you have been a fmgle Hour in IVildine's Hands, wou'd 
Dot fwear you have loll your Maidenhead I And back 
again I'm fure you dare not go unmarried ; that wou'd 
be a fine Hiflory to be fung to your eternal Fame in a Bal- 
lad. 

Fop. Right ; and you fee Wilding has left you for the 
Widow, to whom perhaps you'll fhortly hear he's mar- 
ried. Char. 
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Char, Oh, you trifle, Sir ; lead on. 

[They going out, meet Sir Anthony with Mufick, they 

return. 

Sir Anth. Come, come, Gentlemen, this is the Houfe, 
and this the Window belonging to my Lady's Bed-chamber: 
Come, come, let's have fome neat, foft, brisk, languifti- 
ing, fprightly Air now. 

Fop. Old Meriwill— -how fhall I pafs by him ! 

[Stand by. 

Sir Anth. So, here's Company too ; 'tis very well — 
Not have the Boy ? Ill warrant this does the Bufinefs — 
Come, come, fcrew up your Chitterling. [They play. 

— Hold, hold a little Good morrow, my Lady Gal- 
Hard. 
— Give your Ladyfhip Joy. 

Char. What do I hear, my Lady Galliard jo/d ? 

Fop. How, married her already ? 

Char. Oh, yes he has. Lovely and falfe, hafl thou 
deceiv'd my Faith ? 

Mrs. Clack. Oh, Heavens, Mr. Foppington, (he faints. 
— ah me ! [ They hold her, Mufick plays. 

Enter Wilding and Dreflwell difguiid as before. 

Wild. Ah, Mufick at Lady Galliard*s Door ! 

Sir Anth. Good morrow, Sir Charles Meriwill: give 
your Worfhip and your fair Lady Joy. 

Wild. Hah, Meriwill married the Widow ! 

Dreff. No matter ; prithee advance, and mind thy 
own Affairs. 

Wild. Advance, and not inquire the meaning on't ! 
Bid me not eat, when Appetite invites me ; 
Not draw, when branded with the Name of Coward ; 

Nor love, when Youth and Beauty meet my Eyes 

Hah ! — [Sees Sir Charles come into the Balcony undrefl. 

Sir Char. Good morrow, Uncle. Gentleman I thank 
ye : Here, drink the King's Health, with my Royal Maf- 
ter's the Duke. [Gives 'cm Money. 

Fid. Heaven blefs your Honour, and your virtuous 
Bride. 

Fop. Wilding \ undone. 

[Shelters Chariot, that/he may not fee Wilding. 

Wild. 



Sir Timothy Treat-all. 



*53 



Willi. Death and the Devil, Meriwill above ! 

Sir Attik. Hah, the Roy's Rival here ! By George, here 
maybe breathing this Morning— No matter, here's two 
to two ! come Gentlemen you muft in. 

[Thru/is the Mvfick in, and goes in. 

DreJ}. Is't not what you expelled? nay what you wiilu > 

Wild. What then? it conies too fuddcnly upon mc— 
E'er my lad Kifs was cold upon her Lips, 
Before the pantings of her Breafl were laid, 
Rais'd by her Joys with me; Oh damn'd deluding 
Woman ! 

Drtf. Be wife, and do not ruin where you love. 

Wild, Nay, if thou com'fl to reafoning, thou haft 
loft me. [Breaks from him, and runs in. 

Ckar. I fay 'twas Wilding's Voice, and I will fol- 

Fop. How, Madam, wou'd you after him I 

Char. Nay, force me not; by Heaven 111 cry a Rape, 

Unlefs you let me go — Not after him ! 

Yes to the infernal Shades Unhand me, Sir. 

Fop. How, Madam, have you then defign'd my Ruin t 

Char. Oh, trull me, Sir, I am a Maid of Honour. 

[Runs in after Wild. 

Mrs. Clack. So ; a Murrain of your Projects, we're all 
undone now : For my part 111 e'en after ber, and deny 
to have any hand in the Bufinefs. [p" w '"• 

Fop. Damn all 111 Luck, was ever Man thus Fortune- 
bit, that he Ihou'd crofs my Hours juft in ihe nick? But 
fhall I lofe her thus ? No Gad, I'll after her ; and come 
the worft, I have an Impudence fhall out-face a Middle- 
ykr-Jury, and out-fwear a Difcoverer. [Goes in. 



SCENE Changes lo a Oiamber. 

Enter Latiy Galliard, purfued by Sir Charles, and 

Footman. 

L. Gal, Sirrah, run to my Lord Mayor's, and require 

fomo of his Officers to affift me inflanlly ; and d'ye hear, 

Rafcal 
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Rafcal, bar up my Doors, and let none or his mad Crew 
enter. [To the Footman -who is going. 

Sir Char. William, you may (lay, William. 

L. Gal. I fay, obey me, Sirrah. 

Sir Char. Sirrah, I fay — know your Lord and Mailer. 

Will. I (hall, Sir. [Goes out. 

L. Gal. Was ever Woman teai'd thus ? puriue mc not. 

Sir Char. You are miftaken, I'm difobedient grown, 
fince we became one Family ; and when I've us'd you 
thus a Week or two, you will grow weary of this peevifh 
fooling. 

L. Gal. Malicious thing, I wo'not, I am rcfolv'd 111 
tire thee out merely in fpite, to have the better of thee 

Sir Char. I'm as rcfolv'd as you, and do your worfl, 
For I'm refoVd never to quit thy Houfe. 

L. Gal. But Malice, there are Officers i'th' City, that 
will not fee me us'd thus, and will be here anon. 

Sir Char. Magiflrates ! why they (hall be welcome, if 
they be honeft and loyal ; if not, they may be hang"d in 
Heaven's good time. 

L. Gall. Are you rcfolv'd to be thus obftinale ? 
Fully refolv*d to make this way your Conqueft ? 

Sir Char. Mod certainly, I'll keep you honeft to your 
Word, my Dear, I've Witnefs 

U Gall. You will ? 

Sir Char. You'll find it fo. 

L. Gall. Then know, if thou dared marry me, I will 
fo plague thee, be fo reveng'd for all thofe Tricks thou 

haft play'd me 

Doft thou not dread the Vengeance Wives can 

take) 

Sir Char. Not s 
with thy Wit, 

L. Gall. Death, I will cuckold thee. 

Sir Char. Why then I (hall be free o'th' Reverend 
City. 

L. Gal. Then 1 will game without ceffation, till I've 
undone thec. 

Sir Char. Do, that all the Fops of empty Heads and 
Pockets may know where to be fure of a Cully ; and may 
they 
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they rook ye till ye lofe, and fret, and chafe, and rail 
thofe youthful Eyes to finking ; watch your fair Face to 
pale and withered Lcannefs. 

L. Gal. Then I will never let thee bed with me, but 
when I plea/e. 

Sir Char. For that, fee who'll petition firfl, and then 
111 change for new ones every Night. 
EnUr William. 

Will Madam, here's Mr. Wilding at the Door, and 
will not be deny'd feeing you. 

L. Gal. Hah, Wilding ! Oh my eternal Shame ! now 
thou hall done thy worn. 

Sir Char. Now for a Straggle betwixt your Love and 
Honour ! 

Yes, here's the Bar to all my Happincfs, 

Vou wou'd be left to the wide World and Love, 
To Infamy, to Scandal and to Wilding; 
But 1 have too much Honour in my Faflion, 
To let you loofe lo ruin : Confider and be wife. 

L. Gal. Oh, he has toucht my Heart too fenfibly. 

[AjUt- 

Sir Anlh. {within) As far as good Manners goes I'm 
yours ; But when you prefs indecently to the Ladies 
Chambers, civil Queftions ought to be askt, I take it, 
Sir. 

L. GaL To find him here, will make him mad with 

Jealoufy, and in the Fit he'll utter all he knows : Oh, 

Guilt, what art thou I \Afide. 

EnUr Sir Anth. Wild, and DrefT. 

DrcJ}. Prithee, dear Wilding,, moderate thy Paffion. 

Wild. By Heaven, 1 will | flic ihall not have the Plea- 
fure to fee I am con cern'd— Morrow, Widow; you arc 
early up, you mean to thrive I fee, you're like a Mill that 
grinds with every Wind. 

Sir Char. Hah, Wilding this that part laft Night at Sir 
Timothys for a Man of Quality 1 Oh, give him way, 
Wilding's my Friend, my Dear, and now I'm fure I have 
the Advantage of him in my Love. I can forgive a 
harty Word or two. Wild. 
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Wild. 1 thank thee, Charles— What, are 
then? 
L. Gal. I hope you've no Exception to my Choice. 

[Scornfully. 
Wild. Faife Woman, dofl thou glory in thy Perfidy I 
[ To her a/idc angrily. 
—Yes, Faith, I've many Exceptions to him— [Aloud. 
Had you lov'd me, you d pitcht upon a Blockhead, 
Some fpruce gay Fool of Fortune, and no more, 
Who would have taken fo much Care on his own ill-fa- 
vour' d Perfon, 
He fhou'd have had no time to have minded yours, 
But left it to the Care of fome longing Lover. 

I_ Gal. Death, he will tell him all ! (afide.) Oh, you 
are tnerry, Sir. 

Wild. No, thou art wondrous falfe. 
Fake as the Love and Joys you feign' d laft Night. 

[In a /oft Tone to her. 
L, Gal. Oh, Sir, be tender of thole treacherous Mi- 
nutes. \ s °flty lo '*'"'"■ 

— If this be ail you have to fay tome 

T Walking away, una ' /peaking aloud. 
Wild. Faith, Madam, you have us'd me fcurvily, 
To marry, and not give me notice. [Aloud. 

Curfe on thee, did I only blow the Fire 

To warm another Lover ! 

[To her /o/tly afide. 

L. Gal. Perjur'd — was'tnot by your Advice I married? 

— Oh where was then your Love i [Softly to him afide. 

Wild So foon did I advife? 
Didft thou invite me to the Fcaft of Love, 
To fnatch away my Joys as foon as tailed 1 
Ah, where was then your Modefly and Senfe of Honour 1 
[A/ide to her in a low Tone. 
L, Gal. Ay, where indeed, when you fo quickly van- 
quilht 1 [Soft. 

But you, I find, are come prepared to raiL [Aloud. 

Wild. No, 'twas with thee to make my laft Effort a- 
gainft your fcorn. [Shews her the Writings. 

And 
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And this I hop'd, when all my Vows and Love, 

When all my Languifhrncnts cou'd not avail, 

Had made ye mine for ever. [Aloud. 

Enter Sir Anthony, pulling in Sir Tim. and Diana. 

Sir An/A. Morrow, Charles ; Morrow to your Lady- 
fhip : Charles, bid Sir Timothy welcome ; I met him lucki- 
ly at the Door, and am refoVd none of my Friends (hall 



Wild. Hah, my Uncle here fo early? 

" efo? How 
taken Hc.irt 

of Grace, and ihew'd your Ladyfhip Trick for Trick 1 for 
I have been this Morning about fome fuch liulinefa of 
Life too, Gentlemen: I am married to this fair Lady, 
the Daughter and Heirefs of Sir Nicholas Gctt-all, Knight 
and Alderman. 

Wild. Ha, married to Diana ! 
How fickle is the Faith of common Women ! [A/ide. 

Sir Tim. Hum, who's here, my Lord 1 What, f fee 
your Lordfhip has found the way already to the fair La- 
dies ; but 1 hope your Lordfhip will do my Wedding- 
dinner the Honour to grace it with your Pretence. 

Wild. I mail not fail, Sir. 
A Pox upon him, hell difcover all. [AJidt. 

L. Gat. I muft own, Sir limothy, you have the bet- 
ter Choice. 

Sir Tim. I cou'd not help my Dcttiny ; Marriages are 
made in Heaven, you know. 

Enter Chariot weeping, and Clacket. 

Charl. Stand off, and let me loofe as arc my Griefs, 
which can no more be bounded : Oh let me face the pcr- 
jur"d, falfe, forfwom 1 

L. Gal. Fair Creature, who is't that you fcek with fo 
much Sorrow 1 

Charl. Thou, thou fatally fair Inchantrcfs. \Wee6s. 

Wild. Charlott Nay, then I am difcoveftt 

L. Gal. Alas, what wou'dR thou) 

Charl. That which I cannot have, thy faithlefs Huf- 

Be 
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Be Judge, yc evcrlailing Powers of Love, 
Whether he more belongs to her or me. 

Sir Arith, How, my Nephew claim'd ! Why how 
now, Sirmh, have you been dabling here ? 

Sir Char. By Heaven, I know her not. — Hark ye, 
Widow, this is fame Trick of yours, and 'twas well laid : 
and Gad, fhe's fo pretty, I cou'd find in my Heart to 
take her at her word. 

L. Col. Vile Man, this will not pafs your Falfhood off. 
Sure 'tis fame Art to make me jealous of him, 
To find how much 1 value him. 

Sir Char. Death, 111 have the Forgery out ; 

Tell me, thou pretty weeping Hypocrite, who was 

it fet thee on to lay a Claim to me ? 

Chart. To you ! Alas, who are you J for till this mo- 
ment I never faw your Face. 

L. Gal. Mad as the Seas when all the Winds are ra- 
ging- 
Sir Tim. Ay, ay, Madam, (lark mad ! Poor Soul — 
Neighbour, pray let her lie i'tli' dark, d'ye hear. 

Sir Char. How came you, pretty one, to lofe your 
Wits thus ? 

Chart, With loving, Sir, (Irongly, with too much 

Will you not let me fee the lovely falfe one? 

[To L. Gal. 
For I am told you have his Heart in keeping. 

L. Gal. Who is he? pray defcribe him. 

Churl A thing juft like a Man, or rather Angel ! 
He fpeaks, and looks, and loves, like any God ! 
All fine and gay, all manly, and all fweet : 
And when he fwears he loves, you wou'd (wear too 
That all his Oaths were true. 

Sir Anlh. Who is fhc ? fome one who knows her and 
is wifer, fpeak— you, Miftrefs. [To OackeL 

*" i. Claek. Since I mud fpeak, there comes the Man 
" vour Leering, 

[To waa. 
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Mrs. Cluck, I never knew your Nephew was a Lord : 
Has his Honour made him forge! his Honefty ! 

[Chart, runs and catches him in her Arms. 

Char. I have thee, and 111 die thus grafping thee ; 
Thou art my own, no Power mall take thee from me. 

Wild. Never ; thou trued of thy Sex, and dearcfl. 
Thou foft, thou kind, thou conflant Sufferer, 
This moment end thy Fears ; for 1 am thine. 

Chart. May I believe thou ait not married then ? 

Wild. How can I, when I am yours ? 
How cou'd J, when I love thee more than Life? 
Now, Madam, I am reveng'd on all your Scorn, 

[To L. Gal. 
■ And, Uncle, all your Cruelty. 

Sir Tim. Why, what are you indeed my Nephew 
Thomas f 

Wild. I am Tom Wilding, Sir, that once bore fome 
fuch Title, till you difcardt-d me, and left me to live up- 
on my Wits. 

Sir Tim. What, and are you no Polilh EmbafTador 
then incognito 1 

Wild No, Sir, nor you no King Elect, but muft e'en 
remain as you were ever, Sir, a moil feditious pcftilcnt 
old Knave j one that deludes the Rabble with your Po- 
Lticks, then leaves 'em to be hang'd, as they defcrve, for 
filly mutinous Rebels. 

Sir Tim. I'll peach the Rogue, and then hell be hang'd 
in courfe, becaufc he's a Tory. One comfort is, 1 have 
cozen'd him of his rich Heirefs ; for I am married, Sir, 
to Mrs. Chariot. 

Wild. Rather Diana, Sir ; I with you Joy : See here's 
Chariot. 1 was not fuch a Fool to trull fuch DleQings with 
the Wicked. 

Sir Char. How, Mrs. Dy Ladyfi'd ! This is an ex- 
cellent way of difpofing an old caft-off Miftrefs. 

Sir Tim. How, have I married a Strumpet then ? 

Dia. You give your Nephew's Miftrefs, Sir, too coarfe 
a Name. Tis true, I lov"d him, only him, and was 



260 The City Heiress; or. 

Sir Tim. Undone, undone 1 I (hall ne'er make Guild- 
:W/-Specch more : but he (hall hang fort, if there be 
e'er a Witnefs to bo had bctw een this and Salamanca for 
Money. 

Wild. Do your worft, Sir ; WitneiTes are out of 
falhion now, Sir, thanks to your Ignoramus Juries. 

Sir Tim. Then I'm refold io difmherit him. 

Wild. See, Sir, that's pall your Skill too, thanks to 
my lad Night's Ingenuity ; there [jhrws him t/u Wri- 
tings] fign'd, feal'd, and delivered in the prefence of, 
6W. 

Sir Tim. Bear Witnefs, 'twas he that rob'd me laft nighL 

Sir Ant 'h. We bear witnefs, Sir, we know of no fuch 
matter we, I thank you for that, Sir ; wou'd you make 
Witncfli-'s of Gentlemen i 

Sir Tim. No matter for that, I'll have him hang*d, nay 
drawn and quarter'd 

Wild. What, for obeying your Commands, and living 
on my Wits f 

Sir Anth. Nay, then 'tis a clear Cafe, you can neither 
hang him or blame him. 

Wild. I'll propofe fairly now; if you'll be generous 
and pardon all, I'll render your Eftate back during Life, 
and put the Writings in Sir Anthony Meriwilts and Sir 

Charles his Hands 

I have a Fortune here that will maintain me, 
Without fo much as wifhing for your Death. 

All. This is but Reafon. 

Sir Char. With this Provifo, that he makes not ufe 
on't to promote any Mifchief to the King and Govern- 

All. Good and juft. [Sir Tim. pauffis. 

Sir Tim. Hum, I'd as good quietly agree to't, as lofe 
my Credit by making a Njiie. Well, Tom, I par- 
don all, and will be Friends. [Gives him his Hand. 

Sir Char. See, my dear Creature, even this hard old 
Man is mollify 'd at laft into good Nature ; yet you'll ftill 
be crueL 

L. Gal. No, your unwearied Love at laft bas vanquifht 

me. Here, be as happy as a Wife can make yc 

One 
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One lafl look more, and then be gone, fond Love. 

[Sighing and looking on Wilding, giving 
Sir Charles her Hand. 
Sir Char. Come, Sir, you mufl receive Diana too ; 
fhc is a cheerful witty Girl, and handfome, one that will 
be a Comfort to your Age, and bring no Scandal home. 
Live peaceably, and do not trouble your decrepid Age 
with Bufinefs of State. 

Let all things in their own due Order move, 

Let Ccefar be the Kingdom's Care and Love ; 

Let the hot-headed Mutineers petition, 

And meddle in the Rights of juft Succeflion : 

But may all honefl Hearts as one agree 

To blcfs the King, and Royal Albany. [Exeunt 
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EPILOGUE, 

Written by a Perfon of Quality : Spoken 
by Mrs. Boteler. 

TV /T Y Plot, I fear, will take but •with a few, 
}\±.A rich young Heirtfs to her firfi 'Lover true / 
'tis damn'd unnatural, ami pafil enduring, 
Againfi the fundamental Laws of Whoring. 
Marrying 'i the Mask, which Modefty affures, 
Helps to get new, and covers old Amours ; 
And Husband founds fo dull to a Town-Bride, 
Ye now-a-days condemn him e'er he's trfd; 
E'er in his Office hes confirm 1 d Poffcfifor, 
Like Trincalo'j-^u chafe him a Suctefjor, 
In the gay Spring of Lime, when free from Doubts, 
With early Shoots his Velvet Forehead fprouts. 
Like a poor Parfon bound to hard Indentures, 
You make him pay his Firfl fruits e'er lie enters. 
Butforfhort Carnivals ofjtoln goad Cheer, 
You're after forced to keep Lent all the Year, 
Till brought at lofl to aftarring Nun's Condition, 
You break into our Quarters for Provifion •• 
Invade Fop-corner with your glaring Beauties, 
A nd 'lice our Loyal Subjefis from their Duties. 
Pray, Ladies, leave that Province to our Care; ) 

A Foot is the Feefimple of a Player, \ 

In which we Women claim a double fhare. J 

In other things the Men are Rulers made ; 
But catching Woodcocks is our proper Trade. 
If by Stage-Fops they a poor Living get, \ 

We can grow rich, flianfs to our Mother- Wit, 



By the u, 



e nattiral Bloekhtmis of the Pit. 



EPILOGUE. 263 



Take then the Wits, and all their ufelefs Prattles ; 
But as for Fools, they are our Goods and Chattels. 
Return, Ingrates, toyourfirft Haunt the Stage ; 
We taught your Youth, and help 'd your feeble Age, 
What 1st you fee in Quality we want t 
What can they give, and which we cannot grant t 
We have their Pride, their Frolicks, and their Paint. 
We feel the fame Youth dancing in our Blood \ 

Our Drefs as gay All underneath as good 

Mofl Men have found us hitherto more true. 
And if we're not abused by fome of you, 
We're full as fair— perhaps as wholefom too. 
But if at befl our hopeful Sport and Trade is, 
And nothing now will ferve you but great Ladies ; 
May que/Hon 9 d Marriages your Fortune be, 
And Lawyers drain your Pockets more than we : 
May Judges puzzle a clear Cafe with Laws, 
And Mufquetoon at loft decide the Caufe. 



} 
} 



THE 



( 26 4 ) 




THE 



Feign *d Curtezans ; 



OR. A 



Night's Intrigue. 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mrs. Currer. 



HE Daril take this curfed plotting Age, 
' T has ruin'd ail our Plots upon the Stage ; 
Sufpicions, New Elcelions, Jealoufics, 
Frefli Informations, New Difcoveries, 

Dofo employ the bufy fearful Town, 

Our honefl Calling here is ufelefs grown : 

Each Fool turns Politician now, and wears 

Afortnal Face, and talks of State-affairs ; 

Makes 
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Makes Alls, Decrees, and a new Model draws 

For Regulation both of Church and Laws ; 

Tires out his empty Noddle to invent 

What Rule and Method's befl in Government : 

But Wit, as if 'twere Jefuilical, 

Is an Abomination to ye all. 

Towhatn : "poor Plays am* ? 

This mufl be damn'd, the Plot is laid in Rome ; 

'Tis hard yet 

Not one among ft ye all fll undertake, 

Per thought that we fhouldfufferfor Religion's fake I 
Who wou'd have thought that wou'd have been th' occafion 

Of any contefl in our hopeful Nation t 

For my own Principles, faith lei me tell ye, 

Tm fitll of the Religion of my Cully, 

And till thefe dangerous times they'd none to fix on, 

Put now are fotnething in mere (fontradiflioil, 

And pioufly pretend thefe are not days, 

For keeping Mi/lreffes, and feeing Plays. 
Who fays this Age a Reformation wants, 
When Betty Currei'J leavers alt turn Saints'! 

In vain, alas, I flatter, f wear, and vow, 

You'll fcarce do any thing for Charity now: 

Yet I am handfom flitljlill young and mad, \ 

Can wheedle, lye, diffemble, jilt— egad, } 

As well and artfully as e'er I did ■ ) 

Yet not one Conquefl can I gain or hope, 

No Prentice, not a Foreman of a Ship, 

So that I want extremely new Supplies \ 

Of my lafi Coxcomb, faith, thefe were the Price ; 

And by the tatter" d Knfigns you may know, 

Theft Spoils were of a ViUvry lone ago : 

Who wou'd have thought fuck hellifh Times to ha'ufcen. 

When Ifhou'd be negl'etled at Eighteen 1 

That Youth and Beauty jhou'd be quite undone, 

A Pox upon the Whore of Babylon. 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



Italians. 

Jlforo/ini, a.n old Count, Uncle to Julio, Mr. Norris. 
Julio, his Nephew, a young Count, con- 1 ., - . 
' mfled to hurt iS, h I M '' <="*»■ 
Oflovic, a young Count, contrafted to | M r . n 

Marcclla, deformed, revengeful, J Mr " tjt "°- 

Crapinc, MoroftnC% Man. 
Petro, fuppofed Pimp to the two Curte- ) M r - . 

eans. j M7, "W* 



Sir Harry Fillamour, in love with M, 

cello, 
Mr. Galltard, in love with Cornelia, 
Sir Signal Buffoon, a Fool, 
Mr. Tickletext, his Governour, 
J^*, Sir Signal's Man. 



Mr. Betlerton. 
Mr. i\fo*«. 
Mr. UnderkiU. 



WOMEN. 

ioura Lucrttia, a young Lady of Qua- 1 
lity, contracted to Julio, in love with > Mrs. Z«. 
Galltard, and Sifter to Oflavio, \ 

Sifters to 7*/<<J,and Nieces 1 .. * 

to ilft^U pWs for Cur- ( Mre " CBrw ' 

tczansbythe names of Em- i 

phemia and Sihianetta. ] 

Philippa, their Woman, Mrs. Norris. 

Sabiita, Confident to Laura Lucrttia, Mrs. Seymour. 



Marcclh 
Cornelia^ 



:]] 



y Mrs. Barry. 



Pages, Mufick, Footmen, and Bravo's. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enter Laura Lucretia, and Silvio richly dreji '; Antonio 
attending, coming all in kafte. 
B A DAM, you need not make fuch hafte 
1 away, the Stranger that IblloVd us 
I from St. Peter's Church purfues us no 
I longer, and we have now lofl fight of 
I him: Lord, who wou'd have thought 
the approach of a handfome Cavalier 
fhould have pofTeft Donna Laura Lucretia with fear? 

/.■■■/. I do not fear, my Silvia, but I wou'd have this 
new Habitation which I have defign'd for Love, known 
to none but him to whom I've defi-in'd my Heart : — ah 
wou'd he knew the Conquefl he has made, [Afide^ Nor 
went 1 this Evening to Church with any other Devotion, 
but that which warms my heart for my young Engliih Ca- 
valier, whom I hop'd to have feen there ; and I muft 
find fome way to let him know my Paflion, which is too 
high for Souls like mine to hide. 

Sit. Madam, the Cavalier's in view again, and hot in 
the purfuit 

Can. Let's hafte away then ; and, Silvio, do you lag 
behind, 'twill give him an opportunity of enquiring, 
whilll I get out of fight.— Be fure you conceal my Name 
and Quality, and tell him — any thing but truth— tell him 
1 am La Sitvianctta, the young Roman Curtezan, or 
what you plcafe to hide me from his knowledge. 

[Exit Lau. 
Enter Julio and Page in purfuit. 
Jul. Boy, fell you into difcourfe with that Page, and 
learn his Lady's Name— whi1H 1 purfue her farther. 

[Erjul 
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Page falutes Silvio, who returns it; thty go out as 
talking to each other. 
Enter Sir Harry Fillamour and G;illiard. 

Fil. He follows her clofe, whoe'er they be : i ice this 
trade of Love goes forward ftill. 

Gal. And will whilil there's difference in Sexes. But 
Harry, the Women, the delicate Women I was fpcaking 
of. 

Fil. Prithee tell me no more of thy fine Women, 
Frank ; thou hail not been in Rome above a Month, and 
thou'aft been a dozen times in love, as thou crdl'ft it ; 
to me there is no plcafure like Conftancy. 

Gal. Conflancy • and wou'dfl thou have me one of 
thofe dull Lovers, who believe it their Duty to love a Wo- 
man till her Hair and Eyes change Colour, for fear of 
the fcandalous Name of an Inconflant ? No, my PaiTion, 
like great Victors, hates the lazy (lay ; but having van- 
quiflit, prepares for new Conqucfts. 

Fil. Which you gain as Ihcy do Towns by Fire, lofe 
'em even in the taking ; thou wo't grow penitent, and 
weary of thefe dangerous Follys. 

Gal. But I am yet too young for both : Let old Age 
and Infirmity bring Repentance, — there's her feeble Pro- 
vince, and even then too we find no plague like being 
deprived of Woman-kind. 

Fil. 1 hate playing about a Flame that will con fume 

Gal. Away with your antiquated Notions, and let's 
once hear fenfe from thee: Examine but the whole 
World, Harry, and thou wilt find a beautiful Woman 
the Defire of the noblcft, and the Reward of the braved. 

Fil. And the common Prize of Coxcombs : Times are 
altcr'd now, Frank ; why elfe fhou'd the Virtuous be cor- 
nuted, the Coward be carefs'd, the Villain roll with fix, 
and the Fool lie with her Ladylhip ? 

Gal. Mere accident, Sir ; the kindnefs of Fortune ; but 
a pretty witty young Creature, fuch as this Sitvui>i<tia 
and Eiiphentiti, is certainly the great eft Blcffing this wick- 
ed World can afford us. 
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Fit. I believe the lawful enjoyment of fuch a Woman 
and honcft loo, wou'd be a Blcffing. 

Gal. Lawful Enjoyment! Prithee what's lawful En- 
joyment, but to enjoy 'em according to the generous in- 
dulgent Law of Nature; enjoy 'em as we do Meat, 
Drink, Air, and Lij;ht, and all the reft of her common 
Uleflings I — Therefore prithee, deal Knight, let me go- 
vern thee but for a Day, and I will llicw thee fuch a 
Seigniora, fuch a Beauty, another manner of piece than 
your fo admired Viterboan, Donna Marietta, of whom you 
boaft fo much. 

Fit. And yet this rare piece is but a Curtetnn, in 
coarlc plain Engli/k a very Whore, —who filthily ex- 
pofes all her Beauties to him can give her mod, not love 
herbeft 

Gal. Why faith, to thy comfort be it fpoken, (he does 
diitribute her Charms at that cafy rate. 

Fit. Oh the vail dift.ince between an innocent Paffion, 
and a poor faithlefs Luft. 

Gal. Innocent Paffion at Rome I Oh 'tis not to be 
nam'd but in foinc Northern Climate : to be an Anchoret 
here, is to be an Epicure in Greenland; impoffibilities. 

Gal. Sure thou haft been advifing with Sir Signal Buf- 
foon's Governour, that formal piece of Nonfenfe and Hy- 

FiL No faith, I brought the humour alone with me to 
Rome ; and for your Governour 1 have not feen him yi t, 
tho he lodge in this fame Houfc with us, and you pio- 
mis'd to bring me acquainted with him long fincc. 

GaL I'll do't this very minute. 

Fit. No, I'm obliged not to engage my felf this Even- 
ing, becaufe I expect the arrival of Count Julio, vthofr.- 
tail Letters affured me it would be to night. 

Gal. Julio ! What, the young Italian Count you made 
nt acquainted iritb btft Snnuwt is fiytnil 

Fit. The fame, the Ambaftador's Nephew, a good 
Youth, and one I rti 
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Enter Julio. 









Jul. I hope my Page will bring intelligence who thb 

Fit. Hah Julio! Welcome dear Friend. 

[Embrace! him. 

Jul. Sir Harry Fillamour ! how glad am 1 to meet 
you In a Country, where I have power to repay you all 
thofeFriendlhips 1 reccivM when I wasaftrangcr in yours, 
Motilkur Calliard too ! nay, then I'm Cure to want no 
divcrfion whilft 1 flay in Rome. [Salutes Galliard. 

Fil. But pray, what made you leave England To foon? 

Jul. E'en the great bulinefs of Mankind, Matrimony. 
I have an Uncle here, who has provided me Fetters, which 
I muft put on, he fays they will be eafy ; I likM the Cha- 
racter of my Miflrcfs well enough, a brave mafculine La- 
dy, a Roman of Quality, Donna Laura Lucretia ; till as 
luck wou'd have it, at my arrival this Evening, ftepping 
into St. Peter's Church, 1 faw a Woman there that fir'd 
my heart, and whom 1 followed to her boufe ; but meet- 
ing none that cou'd inform me who fhe was, I left my 
Page to make the difcovery, whilft 1 with equal impa- 
tience came to look you out ; whofe fight I prefer even 
to a new Amonr, refolding not to vifit home, to which 
1 have been a ftranger this feven years, till I had kift your 
hands, and gained your promile to accompany me to 
ViUrbo. 

FU. ViUrbo! is that your place of Refidence? 

J'ul. Yes, 'tis a pretty Town, and many noble Fa- 
ys inhabit there, llor'd too with Beauties, at lead 
'twas wont to be : have you not feen it T 

Gal. Ves, and a Beauty there too, lately, for his re- 
pofe, who has made him figh and look folike an Afs ever 
ftnee he came to Rome. 

Jul. I am glad you have fo powerful an Argument, to 
invite you back ! I know (he muft be rare and of quality, 
that cou'd engage your heart 

Fil. She's both ; it moil unluckily fell out, that I was 
recommended by a Perfon of Quality in England to a 
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in Italy. I had the freedom of the Houfc, one of the 
fined Villus belonging to Vilerbo, and the plcafure to fee 
and converfc at a diilancc with one of the lovclieft Per- 
rons in the World, a Neice of this old Count's. 

Jul. Vcrv well, and coti'd you foe her but at a diilancc, 
Sirt 

Fit. Oh, no, 'twas all I durft defire, or fhe durfl give ; 
I came too late to hope ; ftic being before proraifed in 
Marriage to a more happy man, the Confummation of 
which waits only the arrival of a Brother of hers, who is 
now at the Court of France, and every dayexpefted. 
Enter Petro li£c a Barber. 

Gal. Hah ! Signior Petro. 

Fit. Come Sir, we'll take a turn i'th' Gallery, for this 
Pimp never appears, but Francis defires to be in private. 

Gat. Thou wrong'ft an honeft ingenious Fellow, to 
call him Pimp. 

Pet. Ah Seignior, what his Worfhip plcafes I 

Gal. That thou art 111 be fwom, or what any man's 
Worfhip pleafes ; for let me tell you Harry, he is capa- 
citated to oblige in any quality : for Sir, he's your bro- 
kering Jew, your Fencing, Dancing, and Civility- Mailer, 
your Linguift, your Antiquary, your Bravo, your Pathick, 

Cur Whore, your Pimp ; and a thouf.md more Excel- 
ldes he has to fupply the nccefiities of the wanting 

Stranger. -Well Sirrah what defign now upon Sir 

Signal and his wife Govemour? What do you repre- 

fent now ? 
Pet. A Barber, Sir. 

Gal. And why a Barber, good Seignior Petro 1 
Pet. Oh Sir, the fooner to take the heights of their 
Judgments ; it gives handfome opportunities to commend 
their Faces : for if they are picas d with flattery, the cer- 
tain fign of a Fool to be moll tickled when moil com- 
mended, I conclude 'em the fitter for my purpofe ; they 
already put great confidence in me, will have no Mafters 
but of my recommending, all which I fupply my felf, by 
the help of my feveral difguifes ; by which, and my in- 
dullry, I doubt not but to pick up a good honed pain- 
ful livelihood, by cheating thefe two reverend Coxcombs. 
M 4 Gal. 
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Gal. How the Devil got'ft thou this credit with 'em I 

Pet. O, eaiily Sir, as Knaves get EOates, or Fools Em- 
ployments. 

I'il. I hope amongft alt your good qualities, you for- 
got not your more natural one of pimping. 

Pet No, Iaflureyou,Sir; 1 have told S\r Signal Buffoon, 
that no Man lives here without his Inamorata : which ve- 
ry word has fo fiYd him, that he's refolv'd to have his 
Inamorata what e'er it coil him ; and, as in ail things clfc, 
I have in that too promifed my affifUnce. 

Gal. If you affill htm no better than you have done 
me, he may (lay long enough for his Inamorata. 

Pel. Why faith, Sir, 1 lie at my Lady night and day ; 
but (he is fo loth to part with that fame Maiden-head of 
hers yet— but to morrow night, Sir, there's hopes — 

Gal. To morrow night ; Oh 'tis an Age in Love ! Dc- 
firc knows no time but the prefent, 'tis now I wi(h, and 
now I wou'd enjoy : a new Day ought to bring a new 
Delire. 

Pet, Alas, Sir, I'm but an humble Bravo, 

Gal. Yes, thou'rt a Pimp, yet want'ft the Art to procure 
a longing Lover the Woman he adores, tho but a common 

Curteian- Oh confound her Maidenhead — the undcr- 

flands her Trade too well, to have that badge of Inno- 

Ptt, I offered her her Price, Sir. 

Gal, Double it, give any thing, for that's the bed re- 
ceipt I ever found to forten Womcns hearts. 

Pel. Well, Sir, (he will be this Evening in the Garden 
of Medices Viit.i, there you may get an opportunity to 
advance your Intcrcii — 1 mud (lep and trim Mr. Tuklelext, 
and then am at your fervicc. [Exit. Petro. 

Jul. What is this Knight and his Governour, who have 
the blelfcd Fortune to be manag'd by this Squire ¥ 

Fit. Certain Fools Galli.trd makes ufe of when he has a 
mind to laugh, and whom 1 never thought worth a vifit 
fince 1 came to Rome: and he's like to profit much by his 
Travels, who keeps company with all the Englijk, efpe- 
cially the Fops. 

GaL 
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Gal. Faith, Sir, I came not abroad to return with the 
formality of a Judge ; and thefe arc fuch antidotes againll 

Melancholy as wou'd make thee fond of fooling. Our 

Knight's Father is even the Gentleman of his Houfe, a 
Fellow, who having the good fortune to be much a Fool 
and Knave, had the attendant blefTing of getting an E- 
(latc of fome eight ihoufand a year, with this Coxcomb 
to inherit it; who (to aggrandize the Name and Fa- 
mily of the Buffoons) was made a Knight ; but to re- 
fine throughout, and make a compleat Fop, was fent 
abroad under the Government of one Mr. TkkUtext, his 
zealous Father's Chaplain, as errant a blockhead as a man 
wou'd wiih to hear preach ; the Father wifely forefeeing 
the eminent danger that young Travellers are in of being 
perverted to Popery. 

Jul. 'Twas well confidered. 

Gat. But for the young Spark, there is no defcription 
can reach him ; 'tis only to be done by hhnfelf ; let it 
fuffice, 'tis a pert, faucy, conceited Animal, whom you 
(hall jiift now go fee and admire, for he lodges in the 
houfe with us. 

Jul. With all my heart, I never long*d more for a new 
acquaintance. 

Fit. And in all probability (hall fooner defire to be rid 
on'L [Exmtit. 

SCENE II. Draws off, and dijeovers 
Mr. Tickletextd trimming, his Hair under 
a Cap, a Cloth before him : Petrofnaps his 
fingers, takes away tlie Ba/on, and goes to 
wiping his face. 

Tickletext and Petro. 
Pet. Ah che Bella ! Bella ! I fwear by thefe fparkling 
Eyes and thefe foft plump dimpled Cheeks, there's not a 
Seigniora in all Rome, cou'd (lie behold 'em, were able 
to Rand their Temptations ; and for La SUvianetta, my 
life on't (he's your own. 

'8 M 5 Tut. 
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»y Age loo, when Nion begin to be ■■ptj Haunt, a* a, 
Ma may by, that a young Lady Quw d fall ta tare 
with me— {4**.] Why BorUrack*, I do not coccene 
any gnat antler of Sin only in va&tiag a Lady thai loves 
a nan, hih. 
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Ttik. EfpedaUy here at Anw loo, where lis no fcaa- 
daL 
A& Ah Seignior, where the Ladies are priviWd, and 
— :<L.,.i— i;,„r_j 



Tifofc Right ! and when 'tis b'cens'd, tu lawful ; and 
when 'tis lawful, it can be no Sin : betides, Barberaeks, 
1 may chance to turn her, who knows ? 

Pet. Turn her Seignior, alas any way, which way yon 
pleafe. 

Tidt. He, he, he ! There thou wert knavifh, I doubt 
— but t mean convert her — nothing elfe 1 profefs, Bar- 
bcratho. 

Ptt True Seignior, true, (he's a Lady of an eafy na- 
ture, and an indifferent Argument well handled wul dot 
— ha — here's your head of Hair— here's your natural 
[combing out his ilair.\ Frits ! And fuch an Air it gives 
the Face I— So Seignior — Now you have the utmoft my 
Art can do. \Takts away Ike Cloth, tatdbom/u 

TUk. Weil Seignior,— and whore's your Looking- 
glafsl 

Pit. My Looking-gLu's I 

Tide. 
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Tick. Yes Seignior, your Looking-glafs 1 an Englifk 
Barber wou'd as foon have forgotten to have fnapt his 
fingers, made his leg, or taken his Money, as have neg- 
lected his Looking-glafs. 

Pet, Ay Seignior, in your Country the Laity have So 

little Honefly, they are not to be trufled with the taking 

off your Beard unlefs you fce't done :— but here's a Glafs, 

Sir. [Gives Mm tin Glafs. 

[Tick, lets him/elf and /mirks m the Glafs, Pet. 

/landing behind him, making fonts and grimaces, 

which Tick, fees in the Glafs, gravely ri/es, 

turns towards Pctro. 

Tick. Why how now, B\irberacho, what tnonilrous Fa- 
ces are you making there I 

Pet. Ah my Belly, my Belly, Seignior ; ah this Wind- 
Cholick ! this Hypoeondriack does fo torment me I ah— 

Tick. Alas poor Knave ; certo, I thought thou hadft 
been fomewhat uncivil with me, I profefs 1 did. 

Pet. Who I, Sir, uncivil?— I abufe my Patrone !— 
I that have almoft made my felf a Pimp to fcrve you ? 

Tick, Teje, teze, honeft Barberacho I nOj no, no, 

all's well, all's well : — but hark ye you will be dif- 

creet and fecret in this bufinefs now, and above all things 
conceal the knowledge of this Gentlewoman (ram Sir Sig- 
nal and Mr. Galliard. 

Pel, The Rack, Seignior, the Rack mail not extort it 

Tick. Hold thy Hand— — there's fomewhat for thee, 
[gives him Money.] but fhall I Rogue — fhall 1 fee her to 
night r 

Per. To night, Sir, meet me in the Piazza tfHi/pag- 
nia, about ten a Clock,— I'll meet you there,— but 'tis 

fit Seignior— that i fhould provide a Collation, 'tis 

the cufloni here, Sir. 

Tick. Well, well, what will it come to ? — here** an 

Pet. Why Sir, 'twill come to — about — for you wou'd 

do't handfomely — fonie twenty Crowns. 

Tick. How man, twenty Crowns ! 
Pet, Ay, Seignior, thereabouts. 
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Tick. Twenty Crowns ! — Why, 'tis a Sum, a Portion, 
a Revenue. 

Pel. Alas Seignior, 'tis nothing with her,— (he'll look it 
out in an hour, — ah fuch an Eye, fo [parkling, with an a* 
morous T wire— Then Sir— IheTl kifs it out in a moment, 
— Tuch a Lip, fo red, fo round, fo plump, fo foft, ajid 

Tick. Why has (he, has the, Sirrah— hah— here, here, 

prithee take money, here, and make no words on't 

go, go your way, go— But to entertain Sir Signal with 
other matter, pray fend his Matters to him ; if thou canft 
help him to Mailers, and me to Miftrefles, thou (halt be 
the good Genius of us both : but fee where he comes — 
Enter Sir Signal. 

Sig Sig. Hah \ Signior Illuftrifftmo Rarberacho, let me 
hug thee, my little Miphijiophiloucho — de ye fee here, 
how fine your Brokering Jew has made me, Seignior Rabbi 
Manafeth — Ren — Ncbitcn, and fo forth ; hah— view me 
round. [ Turns round. 

Tick. I profefs 'tis as lit as if it had been made for you. 

Sir Sig. Made for me Why, Sir, he fwore to me by 

the old Law, that 'twas never worn but once, and that 

but by one High German Prince 1 have forgot his 

name — for the Devil can never remember thefc damn'd 
Hogan-Mogan Titles. 

Tick, No matter, Sir. 

Sir Sig. Ay, but I fhou'd be loth to be in any man's 
Clothes, were he never fo high a German Prince — except 
I knew his name tho. 

Tick. Sir, 1 hoid his name unneceffary to be remem- 
bred, fo long as 'twas a princely Penniworth, — Barbtra- 
cko, get you yone, and fend the Mailers. [Ex. Petro. 

Sir Sig. Why how now Governour ! how now Seig- 
nior TuklitlXt < prithee how camcrt thou fo tranfmogri- 
fied, ha ? why thou look'ft like any new-fledg'd Cupid. 

Tick. Do I ? away, you flatter ; do I ? 

Sir Sig. As I hope to breathe, your Face (hines thro 
your pouder'd Hair, like you know what on a Barn-door 
in a fruity morning. 

Tick. 




Tick. What a filthy comparifc 
my Coat ? 

Sir Sig. What angry — Corpo di mt I meant no harm,— 
Come, (hall's to a Bonaroba, where thou (halt part with 
thy Pupilage, and lhat of thy Heard together ? 

Tick. How mean you, Sir, a Curteian and a Romifh 
Curtezan J 

Sir Sig. Now my Tutor's up, ha, ha, ha — and ever is 
when one names a Whore ; be pacify'd, Man, be paci- 
fy'd, I know thou hat'ft 'em worfc than Beads or Holy- 

Tick. Away, you are fuch another Knight but leave 

this naughty difcourfe, and prepare for your Fencing and 
Civilicy-M afters, who are coming. 

Sir Sig. Ay when, Govcmour, when ? Oh how I long 
for my Civility- MaAer, that I may learn to out-co 
ment all the dull Knights and Squires in Kent, w 

Servitore Hulickimo No Signiora Bellijfima, ba/e U 

Mane de MM Signiora fcufa mia lUuftrijftnto, ca/peto de 
Bacco, and fo 1 11 run on, hah Govcmour, hah ! won't 
this be pure ? 

Tick. Notably ingenious, I profefs. 

Sir Sig. Well, I'll fend my Stiiffiera for him incontinent!. 

— he, Jack— —a.- -Caso, what a damn'd Engtijk 

name is Jack! let me fee 1 will call him Gio- 
vanni, which is as much as to fay John! he Gio- 

£nter]a.ck. 

Tick. Sir, by your favour, his Enqtijk Protcflant Name 
Is John Peppr, and 111 call him by ne'er a Popiih Name 
in Chriilendom. 

Sir Sig. I'll call my own man, Sir, by what name I 

fleafe, Sir ; and let mc tell you Reverend Mr. Tickletext, 
fcom to be ferved by any man whofc name has not an 
Acho or an Oucio, or lome Itaiiano at (he end on'l — there- 
fore Giovanni Peperacko is the name by which you fhall 
be diflinguilhed and dignifyM hereafter. 

Tick. Sir Signal, Sir Signal, let me tell you, that to 

call a man out of his name is unwarrantable, for Peter is 

call'd Peter, and John John ; and I'll not fee the poor 

Fellow 
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Fellow wronged of his Name for ne'er a Giovanni in 

Sir Sig. Sir, 1 tell you that one Italian Name is worth 
two Entfijk Names in Europe; anil Til be judg'd by my 
Civility- 1VI after. 

Tick Who IhaM end the difpute if he be of my opi- 

Sir Sig. Malta voiuntiero, which is as much as to fay, 
with all my heart. 

Jatk. But Sir, my Grandmother wou'd never own me, 
if I (hould change the coifed Name Ihe gave me with her 
own hands, an't pleafe your Worfhip. 

Sir-SVp; He BtJKa! Ill have no more of your Wor- 
fhip, Sirrah, that old Etrgli/k Sir Reverence, let me hare 
you call me Seignior Iliujlrijftmo or Patrona Mea — or — 

Tick. Ay, that 1 like well enough : —but hold, fore 
this is one of your Mafters. 

Enfcr Petro tfrefl like a French Fencing-Ma/Ur. 

Pet. Seignior Barberacko has fent me to teach yoo o> 
Art of Fencing. 

Sir Sig. IliuJiriJJimo Seignior MonJUur, I am the Perfon 
who am to learn. 

Tick. Stay, Sir, flay let me ask him fame few 

queftions firft; for. Sir, I have playM at Back-Sword, 
anil cou'd have handled ye a weapon as well as any Man 
of my rime in the Univertity. 

Sir Sig. Say you fo, Mr. TickleUxt t and faith you fhall 
have a bout with him. VTick. gravefy goes to Petro. 

Tick. Hum— hum— Mr. Monjicur—^my what are the 
Guards that you like beft ? 

Pet, Monfieur eder de Quart or dc Terfc, dcy be both 
French and Italian : den for your Parades, Engagements, 
your Adv in cements, your Eloyncmcnts and Retierments, 
dcy be de fame. 

Tick. Cart and Horfe, what new found inventions and 

words have we here? Sir, 1 wou'd know, whether 

you like St. George's Guard or not. 

Pet. Mans—Mottjicur, Metfe: -sous m Guard! lake 
de Flurette. 

Sir Sig. 
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Sir Sip. Nay, faith and troth, Governor, thou fha.lt 
have a Rubbers with him. [Ttck./iwi/rwe refufes. 

Tick. Nay, certo Sir Signal, and yet you (hall pre- 
vail: — well, Sir, come your ways. [Takes the Fhtrette. 

Pet. Set your right foot forward, turn up your hand fo 
dat be de Quart — now turn it dus — and that be de 
Ter/e. 

Tick. Hocus Pocus, Hickfms Doxius— here be de Cart, 
and here be de Horfc— why, what's all this for, hah, Sir 
and Where's your Guard all this while I 

Sir Sig. Ay, Sir, Where's your Guard, Sir, as my 
Govcrnour fays, Sir, hah f 

lick. Come, come, Sir, I tnuft inftruci you, I fee; 
Come your ways, Sir 

Pet. Attend/, attend/ une pcu~ — truft de right hand 
and de right leg forward together. 

Tick. 1 many Sir, that's a good one indeed : What 
fhall become of my Head then, Sir ? what Guard have 
I left for that, good Mr. Mon/ieur, hah? 

Pet. Ah, Morbleu, is not dis for every ting ? 

Tick, No, marry is not it, Sir ; St. George's Guard is 
bell for the Head whilft you live as thus, Sir. 

Pet. Dat, Sir, ha, ha dat be de Guard for de Back- 

TUk. Back-fword, Sir, yes, Back-word, what fhou'd 
it be elfe ? 

Pet. And dis be'dc Single Rapier. 

Tick, Single- Rapier with a Vengeance, there's a weapon 
for a Gentleman indeed ; is all this ftir about Single- 

Pet. Single-Rapier I What wou'd you have for de 
Gentleman, de Cudgel for de Gentleman I 

Tick. No, Sir, but I wou'd have it for de Rafcally 
Frenchman, who comes to abufe Perfons of Quality 

with paltry fingle Rapier ! Single Rapier ! Come, Sir, 

come put your felf in your Cart and your Horfe as 

you call it, and It! (hew you the difference. 

[UndreJTcs kim/clj till he appears in a ridiculous 
Pofturt. 

Pet. 
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Pet. Ah, Monfieur, me fall run you two or three times 
thro the Body, and den you break a me head, what care 
I for dat ? — Pox on his ignorance. [Afide. 

Tick. Oh, ho, Sir, do your worn. Sir. 
[They put them/elves into feverat Guards, and Tick. 
beak Pet. about the Stage — Enter GalL Fill and 
Jul. 

Pet Ah Monfuur, Monfieur, will you kill a me ? 

Tick. Ah Mmfieur, where be your Carts now, and 
your Horfe, Mr. Monfieur, hah?— and your Single-Ra- 
Dier, Mr. Monfieur, hah ? 

Gall. Why how now, Mr, Tickletext, what mortal 
Wars are thefe ? Ajax and Ulyffes contending for Achilles 
his Armour f 

Pet. If I be notreveng'd on him, hang me. [Afide. 

Sir Sig. Ay, why who the Devil woi?d have taken my 
Governor for fo tall a man of hands ? but Corpo de me, 
Mr. Galliard, 1 have not feen his Fellow. 

Tick. Ah, Sir, time was, I wou'd have pla/d ye a 
Match at Cudgels with e'er a Sophiflcr in the College, but 
verily I have forgotten it : but here's an impudent French- 
man, that wou'd have pad Single- Rapier upon us. 

Gal. How, nay a my word then he defetVd to be 
chnflis'd fort— but now all's at Peace again ; pray know 
my Kinfman, Sir Harry Fillamour. 

Sir Sig, Yo bmo les manos, Seignior Ittiijlrifiimo Cava- 
Uero, — and yours Seigniors, who are Multo bien Vcnito. 

Tick. Oh Lord, Sir, you take me Sir — in fuch a pof- 

ture, Sir,— as I protefl I have not been in this many years. 

[DreJJing him/elf whiljl he talks. 

Fill. Exereife is good for health, Sir. 

Gat. Sir Signal, you are grown a perfect ZiVi#iw : Well, 
Mr, Tickletext, you will carry him home a mofl accom- 
plilh'd Gentleman I fee. 

Tick, Hum, verily, Sir, tho 1 fay it, for a Man that 
never travell'd before, I think I have done reafonably 
well — 111 t el! you. Sir — it was by my directions and ad- 
vice that he brought over with him,— two Engli/h Knives 
a thoufand of Englifii Pins, four pair of Jerfcy Stockings 
and as many pair of Buckskin Gloves. 

Sir Sig. 
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Sir Sig. Ay, Sir, for good Gloves you know are very 
fcarce Commodities in this Country. 

Jul. Here, Sir, at Rome, as you fay, above all other 
places. 

Tick. Certo, mere hedging- Gloves, Sir, and the clouter- 
left Seams. 

Fill. Very right, Sir, — and now he talks of Rome, 

Pray, Sir, give me your opinion of the Place— Are there 
not noble Buildings here, rare Statues, and admirable 
Fountains ? 

Tick. Your Buildings are pretty Buildings, but not com- 
parable to our Univerfiiy Building; your Fountains, I 
confefs, are, pretty Springs,— and your Statues reafonably 
well caiVd— but. Sir, they are fo antient they are of no 
value ! then your Churches arc the worft that ever I faw. 

Gal. How, Sir, the Churches, why I thought Rows 
had been famous thro-out all Europe for line Churches. 

FiL What think you of St. Peter's Church, Sir ? Is it 
not a glorious Structure? 

Tick. St. Peter's Church, Sir. you may as well call It 
St. Peter's Hall, Sir : it has neither Pew, Pulpit, Desk, 
Steeple, nor Ring of Bells ; and call you this a Church, 
Sir J No, Sir, 111 fay that for little England, and a fig 
fort, for Churches, cafy Pulpits, [Sir Sig. /peaks, And 
deeping Pews,] they are as well ordered as any Churches 
in Chriflendom : and finer Rings of Bells, Sir, I am fure 
were never heard. 

Jul. Oh, Sir, there's much in what you fay. 

Fit. But then, Sir, your rich Altars, and excellent 
Pictures of the greateil Maftcrs of the World, your deli- 
cate Mufick and Voices, make fome amends for the other 

Tick. How, Sir! tell me of your rich Altars, your 
Gucgaws and Trinkets, and Popifh Fopperies ; with a deal 
of Sing-fong — when I fay, give me. Sir, five hundred 
dole Changes rung by a fet of good Ringers, and I'll not 
exchange 'em for all the Anthems in Europe : and for the 
Pictures, Sir, they are Superftition, idolatrous, and flat 

Fill. I'll convince you of that Error, that perfuades you 
harmlefo Pictures arc idolatrous. Tick. 
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Tick. How Sir, how Sir, convince me ! talk to me of 
being convine'd, and thai in favour of Popery ! No, Sir, 
by your favour I (hall no! be convine'd : convine'd quoth 
a.1 — no, Sir, fare you well, an you be for convincing: 
come away, Sir Signal, (are you well, Sir, fare you well : 
convine'd I [Goes out. 

Sir Sig. Ha, ha, ha, fo now is my Govcroour gone in 
a Fuilian-fmne : well, he is ever thus when one talks of 
Whoring and Religion : bat come, Sir, wait in, and FU 
undertake, my Tuior mail beg your Pardon, and renounce 
his Englilh ill-bred Opinion: nay, his Englifti Churches 
loo — all but his own Vicaridge. 

I'il/. 1 have better diverlion, Sir, I thank you — come, 
Julio, are you for a Walk in the Garden of Medices 
Villa, 'tis hard by ? 

Jul. Ill wait on you [Ex. Fill, and Julio. 

Sir Sig: How in the Garden of Medices Villa (—but 
hark ye, Galliard, will the Ladies be there, the Curtezans, 
the Bona fioia's, the Inamorala'i, and the Bell Ingratds, 
hah? 

Gal. Oh, doubtlefs. Sir, [Exit GalL 

Sir Sig. I'll e'en bring my Govemour thither to beg 
his Pardon, on purpofc to get an opportunity to fee the 
line Women ; it may be I may get a fight of my new 
Miftrefs, Donna Silvianelta, whom Petro is to bring me 
acquainted with. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter Morofini and Oclavio. 

0(7. T)V Heaven I will not eat, nor flecp, nor pray 
I) for any thing but drift and fure Revenge, till I 
have found Marifila, that falfe deceiving Beauty, or her 
Lover, my hated Rival Filianwur-. who, wanton in the 
Arms of the fair Fugitive, laughs at my ihajneful eafinefs, 
and cries, thefe Joys were never meant for tame OAavio. 
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Enter Crapine. 
Mor. How now, Crapine ! What, no News, no News 
of my Nieces yes, Marcel la and Cornelia. 
Crap. None, Sir. 

OH. That's wondrous ftrange, Rome's a place of that 
general Intelligence, methinks thou might'fl have News of 
tuch trivia] things as Women, amongft the Cardinals Pages; 
I'll undertake to learn the Religion de ftato, and prefent 
juncture of all affairs in Italy, of a common Curtezan. 

Mor. Sirrah, Sirrah, let it be your care to examine all 
the Nunneries, for my own part not a Petticoat fhafl e- 
fcape me. 

Oa. My task fhall be for Fillamour. [A/ide, 

Mor. Ill only make a vifit to your Siller Donne Laura 
Lucrelia, and deliver her a Letter from my Nephew 
Juiio, and return to you prefently. — 

[Going out, isftaidby Octavio. 
OiT. Stay, Sir, defer your vifit to my Sifter Laura, 
fhe is not yet to know of my being in Town ; 'tis there- 
lore I have taken a Lodging in an obfeure (Ircct, and am 
refolv'd never to be my felf again till I've redeem'd my 
Honour. Come, Sir, let's walk— 

Enter to them, as they art going out, Marcetla and 
Cornelia, drift like Curtetans, Philippa, and At- 
tendants. 
Mor. Stay, flay, what Women are thefe 1 
OS. Whores, Sir, and fo 'tis ten to one are all the 
kind : only thefc differ from the reft in this, they ge- 
neroufly own their trade of Sin, which others deal by 
Health in ; they are Curtezans. [Exeunt 

Mar. The Evening's foft and calm, as happy Lovers 
Thoughts ; 

And here are Groves where the kind meeting Trees 
Will hide us from the amorous gazing Croud. 

Cor. What (hould we do there, figh till our wander- 
ing Breath 
Has raisti a general Gale amongfl the Boughs; 
To whofe dull melancholy Mulick we, 
Laid on a Bed of Mofs, and new-fallen Leaves, 
Will read the di final talc of Echo's Love ! 

—No 






284 The Feign'd Curtezans ; or, 

— No, I can make better ufe of famous Ovid. 

[Snatches a little Book front her. 
And prithee what a pox have we to do with Trees, 
Flowers, Fountains, or naked Statues 1 

Mar. But prithee mad Cornelia, let's be grave and 
wife, at leaft enough to think a little- 
CD/-. On what? your Englijh Cavalier FiHamour, of 
whom you tell fo many dull ftorics of his making Love ! 
Oh how 1 hate a civil whining Coxcomb. 

Mar. And fo do I, I'll therefore think of him no more. 

Cor. Good Lord ! what a damnable wicked thing is a 
Virgin grown up to Woman. 

Mar. Why, art thou fuch a Fool to think I love this 
Fillamour f 

Cor. It may be not at Rente, but at Viterbo, where 
Men are fcarce, you did ; and did you follow him to Rome, 
to tell him you cou'd love no more ? 

Mar. A too forward Maid, Cornelia, hurts her own 
Fame, and that of all her Sex. 

Cor. Her Sex ! a pretty confideration, by my Youth ; 
an Oath I (hail not violate this dozen years : my Sex 
fhou'd excufe me, if to preferve their Fame they expefted 
I Ihould ruin my own Quiet ; in chufing an ill-favour*d 
Husband, fuch as Otlavio, before a young handfome 
Lover, fuch as you fay Fillamour is. 

Mar. I antra fain pcrfuade my felf to be of thy mind, 
— but the World, Cornelia 

Cor. Hang the malicious World 

Mar. And there's fuch Charms in Wealth and Honour, 
too. 

Cor. None half fo powerful as Love, in my opinion ; 
'slife, Sifter, thou art beautiful, and hail a Fortune too, 
which before I wou'd lay out upon fo lhameful a pur- 
chafe as fuch a Bedfellow for life as Otlavio, 1 wou'd turn 
errant keeping Curtezan, and buy my better Fortune. 

Mar. That Word too ftartles me. 

Cor. What Curtezan 1 why, 'tis a noble Title, and has 
more Votaries than Religion ; there's no Merchandize 

like ours, that of Love, my Sifter : and can you be 

frighted with the Vizor, which you your felf put on 1 

Mar. 
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Mar. Twaa the only Difguife that cou'd fecure us 
from the fcarch of my Uncle and Otiavio. Our Brother 

?'ulio is by this too arrivM, and I know they'll all be di- 
gent, — —and fomc Honour I was content to facrince to 
my eternal Repofe. 

Cor. Spoke like my Siller! a little impertinent Honour, 
we may chance to lofe, 'tis true ; but our down-right 
Honefly I perceive you arc relblv'd we fhall maintain 
thro all the dangers of Love and Gallantry ; tho to fay 
truth, I find enough to do, to defend my Heart againft 
fome of thofc Members that nightly ferenadc us, and 
dally fhow themfelves before our Window, gay as young 
Bridegrooms, and as full of expectation. 

Mar. But is't not wondrous, that amongfl all thefe 
Crouds we fhould not once fee Fillamourl I thought the 
Charms of a fair young Curteran might have obligM him 
to fome Curiofity at lead. 

Cor. Ay ! and an Englijk Cavalier too, a Nation to 
fond of all new Faces. 

Mar. Heaven, if I fhou'd never fee him, and I fre- 

guent all publick Places to meet him t or if he be gone 
om Rome, if he have forgot me, or fomc other Beauty 
have employ'd his Thoughts ! 

Car. Why, if all thefe tfs and or's come to pafs, we 
have no more to do than to advance in this fame glorious 
Profeffion, of which now we only fecm to be — in which, 
to give it its due, there arc a thoufand Satisfactions to be 
found, more than in a dull virtuous Life : Oh the world 
of Dark- Lan thorn- Men we fhould have ! the Serenades, 
the Songs, the Sighs, the Vows, the Prefenls, the Quar- 
rels, and all for a Look or a Smile, which you have been 
hitherto fo covetous of, that Petro fwears our Lovers be- 
gin to fufpect us for fome honed Jilts ; which by fome is 
accounted much the leuder fcandal of the two : there- 
fore 1 think faith, we mud e'en be kind a little to redeem 
our Reputations. 

Mar. However we may railly, certainly there's nothing 
fo hard to Woman, as to expofe her felf to villainous 

Cor. Faith, Sifter, if 'twere but as eafy to fatisfy the 
4- nice 
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nice fcruplcs of Religion and Honour, T fhould find no 

groat Difficulty in the reft Befides, another Argument 

I have, our Mony's all gone, and without a Miracle can 
hold out no longer honefUy. 

Afar. Then we mull fell our Jewels. 

Cor. When they are gone, what Jewel will you part 
with next ? 

Afar. Then we mufl 

Cor. What, go home to Viterbo, ask the old Gentleman 
pardon, and be reccivM to Grace again, you to the Em- 
braces of the amiable Ofl.ivio, and I to St. Terefa'5, to 
whifUe thro a Grate like a Bird in a Cage, for I (ball have 

little heart to ling. But come, lcrs leave this fad 

talk, here's Men— let's walk and gain new Conqucft, I 

love it dearl y ■ [Walk down the Garden. 

Enter Gall. Fill. a*d]xA.fte Ike Women. 

Gal. Women ! and by their garb for our purpofe too— 
they're Curtezans, let's follow 'em. 

Fil. What fhall we get by gazing but Difquiet ? if they 
are fair and honed, we look, and perhaps may figh in 
vain ; if beautiful and loafe, they are not worth regard- 
ing. 

Gal. Dear notional Knight, leave your fatirical Fop- 
peries, and be at leaf! good-humour' d, and let's follow 
them. 

Jul. I'll leave you in the Purfuit, and take this Oppor- 
tunity to write my Uncle word of my Arrival ; and wait 
on you here anon. 

Fil. Prithee do fo : hah, who's that with fuch an Equi- 
page? [Exit Julio, Fil. and Gal. going after. Maroella 
and Cot. meet juji entririg, Laura with her 
Equipage, Hrejt like a Afan. 

Gal. Pox, let the Tradefmen ask, who cringe for fuch 
gay Cuftomers, aud follow us the Women ! 
[Exit Fil. and Gal. down the Sane, Lau. looking after 'em. 

Lau. 'Tis he, my Cavalier, my Conqueror : Antonia, 
let the Coaches wait,— and (land at diflancc all I Now, 
Silvio, on thy Life forget my Sex and Quality, forget my 
ufelefs name of Laura Lucrctia, and call me Count of — 

Sit. What, Madam? 
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Imu. Madam ! ah foolifh Boy, thy feminine Courage 

will betray us all : but— call me— Count — 

and tell me, Silvio, how is it I appear? 

How doft thou like my Shape — —my Face and Drets? 
My Mien and Equipage, may I not pais for Man I 
Looks it en Prince and Mafculinc I 

Sit. Now as I live, you look all over what you wlfh, 
nnd fuch as will beget a Reverence and Envy in the Men, 
and I 'affion in the Women. But what's the Caufc of all 
this Transformation J 

Lou. Love ! Love I dull Boy, cou'dfl thou not guefs 
'twas Love 1 that dear Engiefc 1 mull enjoy, my Silvio. 

Sit. What, he that adores the fair young Curtetan J 

I jiu. That very he ; my Window joins to hers, and 
'twas with Charms 
Which he' ad prepaid for her, he took this Heart, 
Which met the welcome Arrows in their flight, 
And fav'd her from their Dangers. 
Oft IVc returo'd the Vows he'as made to her, 
And fent him picas' d away j 
When thro the errors of the Night, and dtilance. 
He has miftook me for that happy Wanton, 
And gave me Language of fo foft a Power, 
As ne^er was breath'd in vain to liflning Maids. 

Sit. But with Pcrmiffion, Madam, how does this Change 
of Petticoat for Breeches, and {hitting Houfcs too, ad- 
vance that Love 1 

Lau. This Habit, befides many Opp 
me of getting into bis acquaintance, fe 
being known by any of my Relations 
have changed my Houfc for one fo nea 
ar.<ttn\. and fo like it too, that eve 
oft millook the entrance ; by which m< 
or Chance, may with my Induflry 



'twill give 

Rome i then I 
i that of Sik-i- 
au and I have 
Love, Fortune 
fame kind Mif- 
take that may make me happier than the reft of Woman- 
kind. 

Sit. But what Ihall be referVd then for Count Julio, 
whofe laft Letters promife his Arrival within a Day or two, 
and whom you're then to many? 

Lou. Referv'd for him I a Wife ! a Wife, my Silvio, 
That unconcem'd domeftiek NecefTarv, 

Who 



' 1 
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Who rarely brings a Heart, or takes it foon away. — 

Sil. But then your Brother, Count Oclavio, do you not 
fear his Jealoufy ? 

Lau. Oflavio I Oh, Nature has fet his Soul and mine at 
And 1 can knov^no Fear but where 1 love. (odds, 

SiL And then hat thing which Ladies call their Honour. 

Lau. Honour, that hated Idol, even by thofe 
That fet it up to worihip ! No, 
I have a SouL my Boy, and that's all Love ; 
And 111 the Talent which Heaven lent improve. 

[Going out, meets Marcella and Cornelia. 
follov/d by Gal. and Fil 

Sil. Here be the Curtezans, my Lord. 

Lau. Hah, SHvianetta and Euphemia ! purfu'd too by 
my Cavalier I I'll round the Garden, and mix my felf a- 
mongft 'em. [Exit with her Train. 

Mar. Prithee, Sifler, let's retire into the Grove, to a- 
void the Purfuit of thefe Cavaliers. 

Cor. Not I, by thefe killing Eyes ! Til (land my ground 
were there a thoufand, all arm'd with conquering Beautys. 

Mar. Hah — now on my Confcience yonder's Fillamour, 

Cor. Ha 1 Fillamour. 

Mar. My Courage fails me at the fight of him ■ I 
mufl retire. 

Cor. And 111 to my Art of Love. 

[Mar. retires, and leans againft a Tree, Cor, walks 
about reading. 

Gal. Tis file, 'tis Sihnanetta : Prithee advance, that 
thou mayfl behold her, and renounce all honed Women ; 
fince in that one young Sinner there are Charms that 
wou'd excufe even to thee all frailty. 

Fil. The Forms of Angels cou'd not reconcile me 
To Women of her Trade. 

Gal, This is too happy an Opportunity, to be loft in 
convincing thy Singularity, [Gal goes Sowing iy the 



need of Prayer, I fhou'd believe by your profound Atten- 
tion you were at your Evening's Devotion. 

Cor. That you may find your Miftake in the opinion of 
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my Charms, pray believe I am fo, and ought not to be 

interrupted. 

Gal. I hope a Man may have leave to make his Devo- 
tions by you, at lead without Danger or Offence. 

Cor. I know not that, I have reafon to fear your Devo- 
tion may be ominous ; like a blazing Star, it comes but 

feldom, but ever threatens mifchief -Pray Heaven, 

I lhare not in the Calamity. 

Gal. Why, 1 confefs, Madam, my Fit of Zeal docs 
not take me often ; but when it docs, 'tis very harmlefs 
and wondrous hearty. 

Cor. You may begin then, I (hall not be fo wicked as 
to diflurb your Orifons, 

Gal. Wou'd I cou'd be well affur'd of that, for mine's 
Devotion of great Neceflity, and the Blelling I pray for 
infinitely concernsme ; therefore in chriflian Chaiitykcep 
down your Eyes, and do not ruin a young Man's good In- 
tentions, unlefs they wou'd agree to fend kind Looks, 
and fave me the expence of Prayer. 

Cor. Which wou'd be better laid out, you think, upon 
Tome other Bl effing. 

Gal. Why faith tis good to have a little Bank upon oc- 
cafion, tho I hope I (hall have no great need hereafter, — 
if the charming Sil-vianeita be but kind, 'tis all I ask of 
Heaven. 

Cor. You're very well acquainted with my Name, I 

Gat. Your Name I 'lis all I have to live on I 
Like chcarful Birds, 'tis the firft Tune 1 ling, 
To welcome in the Day : 

The Groves repeat it, and the Fountains purle it, 
And every pretty Sound thai fills my Ear, 
Turns all to Silviamtta. [Fil. looks awhile on MarceUa. 
, Fit. Galliard, look there look on that lovely Wo- 
man ; 'tis MarceUa, the beautiful MarceUa. 

{Offers to run to Air, Gal. holds him. 

Gal. Hold I MarceUa! where? 

Fil. That Lady there; didfl ever fee her equal. 

Gal. Why faith, as you fay, Harry, that Lady is beau- 
tiful—and make us thankful kind : why 'tis Eufihe- 

19 Vol II. N Mia, 
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mia, Sir, the very Curteran I wou'd have fheVd. you.- 



Fil. Forbear, 1 



t fit for Mirth. 



Gal. Nor I in Humour lo make you merry; 
I te!! ye— —yonder Woman is a Curtezan. 

Fil. Do not profane, nor rob Heaven of a Saint. 

Gal. Nor you rob Mankind of fuch a BleiTing, by giving 
it to Heaven before ils time. — I tell thee 'tis a Whore, a 
fine delirable expenfive Whore. 

Fil. By Heaven it cannot be ! Ill fpeak to her, and call 
her my Marcella, and undeceive thy Icud Opinion. 

[Offers to, he holas kirn. 

Gal. Do, falute her in good Company for an h on eft 

Woman do, and fpoil her Markets : 'twill be a 

pretty civil fpiteful Compliment, and no doubt well ta- 
ken , come, I'll convince ye, Sir. 

[Gees and fulls Philippa. 

— Harkye, thou kind Help meet for Man thou gentle 

Child of Night— what is the Price of a Night or two of 
Pleafurc with yonder Lady — Euplumia, 1 mean, that Ro- 
man Curteian 

Fit. Oh Heavens ! a Curteian ! 

riiil. Sure vou'rea great Stranger in Rome, that cannot 
tell her Price. 

Gal. I am fo ; name it, prithee, here's a young Englijk 

Putchafer- Come forward, Man, and cheapen fot your 

felf— [PkOi him. 

Phil. Oh fpare your pains, (he wants no Cuftomers. — 
[Flings away. 

Fit. No, no, it cannot, muft not be Marcella \ 
She has too much Divinity about her, 
Not to defend her from all Imputation, 
Scandal wou'd die to hear her Name pronoune'd. 

Phil. Uelieve me, Madam, he knows you not j I over- 
heard all he faid to that Cavalier, and find he's much in 

Mar. Not know me, and in love ! punifh him Heaven 
for his Falfhood : but I'll contribute to deceive him on, 
and ruin him with Perjury. 

Fit. I am not yet convinc'd, 111 try her farther. [Goes 

to her forming.] But, Madam, is that heavenly Beauty 

+ purchafable J 
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purchafablc ? I'll pay a Heart, rich with fuch Wounds and 

Gal. Not forgetting the Mony too, good Lad, or your 
Wounds and Flames will be of little ufc. 

[Gal. goes to Cornelia. 
Mar. He tells you Truth, Sir, we are not like the La- 
dies of your Country, who tire out their Men with loving 
upon Ihe fquare, Heart for Heart, till it becomes as dull 
as Matrimony : to Women of our ProfeOion there's any 
Rhetoriek like ready Mony, nor Billet-dcux like Bills of 
Exchange. 

Fit. Oh ! that Heaven fhou'd make two Perfons fo re- 

Cumblin;;, and yet fuch different Souls. [Looks on her. 

— 'Sdeath, how (he darts me thro with every Look 1 

But if (he fpeak, the heals the Wound again. 

Enter Oclavio, with Followers. 

03. Hah, my Rival Filamour here I fall on — draw, 

Sir, and fay, I gave you one Advantage more, and 

fought thee fairly. 
[Draws on FiL who fights him out; the Ladies run 
off: Gal. falls on the Followers, with whom 
whilft he is engag'd, eaters Julio, draws ami af 
fijls him j and Laura at the fame time on the ei- 
ther fide. Enter Petro drejl like a Civility- M after s 
Sir Signal and Tickletext .■ Sir Signal climbs a 
Tree, Tick, runs his Head into a liujh, and lies 
on his Hands and Knees. Pet. ajfijls Gab and 
fights out the liravoes. Pet. re-enters. 
I.tiu. Hah, my Cavalier engag"d amongil the Slaves ! 
Pet. My Lady's Lovers ! and fet upon by Oflavio I 
we mud be diligent in our Affairs : Sir Signal, where are 

K? Seignior Tickletext. — I hope they have not mifcamed 
the fray. 

Sir Sig. Oh vos Servitor, vos Signiora ; mifcarricd ! 
no, the Fool has Wit enough to keep out of harm's way. 

[Comes down from the Tree. 

Pet. Oh very difcreetly done, Seignior. 

[Sees Tick, in a oujh, pulls him out by the heels. 
&ii Sig. Wby how cow, Govcmour, what afraid of 
Swords ? 

N 2 Tick. 
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) not afraid of Swords, but I ; 



'em, Julio and FiL 



Tick. No, Sir, I : 

afraid of Danger. 

Enter GaL embracing Laura ; after 
Fit. looks about. 

Gal. This Bravery, Sir, was wondrous. 

Lau. 'Twas only Juftke, Sir, you being opprefl with 

Fil. She's gone, (lie's gone in Triumph with my SouL 
Jul. What was the matter, Sir? how came this Mif- 
chief? 
FiL Oh eafdy, Sir ; I did but look, and infinitely lo- 

Jul. And therefore were you drawn upon, or was it 
fome old Pique ? 

Fil. I know not, Sir, Oh tell me not of Quarrels. 
The Woman, Friend, the Woman has undone me. 

GaL Oh a bleffed Hearing ! I'm glad of the Reforma- 
tion : Sir, you were fo queamilh, forfooth, that a Whore 
wou'd not down with ye ; no 'twou'd fpoil your Repu- 

FiL A Whore ! wou'd I cou'd be convine'd (he were 
fo ; 'twou'd call my Virtue home, and make me a Man a- 
gain. 

Gal. Thou ly*fl thou'rt as weak a Brother as the 

beft of us, and believe me, Harry, thefe fort of Damfels 
are like Witches, if they once get hold of a Man, he's 
their own till the Charm be ended ; you guefs what that 
is, Sir. 

Fil. Oh, Frank, hadil thou then felt how tenderly fhe 
preft my Hand in hers, as if the wou'd have kept it there 
for ever, it wou'd have made thee mad, (lark mad in 

Love ! and nothing but Manilla cou'd have charm'd 

me. \Afiilc. 

GaL Ay, Gad, I'll warrant thee,— well, thou lhalt 
this Night enjoy her. 

Fil. How? 

GaL. How ! why faith Harry, e'en the old way, I know 
no other. Why thou (halt lie with her, Man ; come, 
lefs to her. 

Fil. Away, let's follow her inftantly. 

[Going out isftopt by Sir Signal 
Enter 
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Enter Sir Sig. Tick. Pclro. 

Sir Sig. Seignior, I have brought Mr. Tickletext to beg 
your Pardon— Sir. 

Fit. Vve other bufinefs, Sir. [Goes out. 

Gal. Come, let's follow him ; and you my generous 
Cavalier, mull give me leave to beg the Honour of your 
Friendlhip. 

Lau. My Inclinations, Sir, have given you more 

pray let rae wait on you to your Lodgings, left a farther 
Infolence fhou'd be offer'd you. 

Gal. Sir, you oblige too fail. [They go out. 

Sir Sig. Ah eke Diavilo AyUs thefe hot-brain r d Fel- 
lows, fure they're drunk. 

Pet. Oh fy Seignior, drunk, for a Man of Quality — 
'tis intolerable. 

Sir Sig. Ay : why how fo. Seignior Morigorofo ? 

Pet. fmbriaco had made it a fine Speech indeed. 

Sir Sig. Why faith, and fo it had, as thus, — aeh Diavi- 
lo Ayles thefe are hot brain'd Fellows, fure they arc im- 

briaco, Now wou'd not I be drunk for a thoufand 

Crowns : Imbriaeo founds Cinqnantt per cent better. 

Come, noble Seignior, let's andtame a cafa, which is as 
much as to fay, let's amble home. 

Tick. In troth, wondrous expert Certo Seignior, 

he's an apt Scholar. 

Sir Stg. Ah, Sir, you (hall fee, when I come to my 
Civilities. 

Pet. Where the firft Leffon you (hall learn, is, how to 
give and how to receive with a Bon-Grace. 

Tick. That receiving LeITon I will learn my felf. 

Pet. This unfrequented part of the Garden, Seignior, 
will fit our purpofe as well as your Lodgings. — firil then 

Seigniors, yourAddrcfs. 

[Puts him/elf in the middle. 
[Petro bows oh both fides, they do the like. 
— Very well, that's at the Approach of any Perfon of 
Quality, after which you tnufttake out your Snuff- Box. 

Sir Sig. Snuff-Box ; why we take no Snuff, Seignior. 

Pet. Then Sir, by all means you mull learn : for, be- 

, ' it, it inviveates the Peri- 

N 3 cranium ; 
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cranium ; that is, fapientates the Brain, that is, in- 

fpircs Wit, Thought, Invention, Underftandmg, and 
the like— you conceive me, Seigniors [Bowing. 

Sir Sig. Moft profoundly, Seigniors. — [B&a'ing. 

Pet Then Seigniors, it keeps you in confidence, 

and Countenance ; and whilft you gravely feem to take a 
fnufh, you gain time to anfwer to the purpofc, and in 

a politick Poflure as thus to any intricate Quef- 

tion. 

Tick. Hum certo I like that well; and . 

admirable if a Man were allow'd to take it when he's out 
in's Sermon. 

Pet. Doubtkfs, Seignior, you might, it helps the Me- 
mory better than Rofemary : therefore I have brought 
each of you a Snuff- Box. 

Sir Sig. By no means ; excufe me Seignior. 

[Hcfufcx to fate em. 

Pet. Ah Baggatelles, Seignior, Baggatelies : and now 
Seigniors, 111 teach you how to Lake it with a handfom 

Grace : Seignior, your Hands and yours, Seignior ; 

[Lays Snuff on their hantii.] fo, now draw yoor 

hand to and fro under your Nofes, and fnuffit hard up — 
Excellent well. [T/tty daub all their Nofci, and 

Grimaces, and/neae. 

Sir Sig. Methinks, Seignior, this Snuff ftinks 
damnably : pray what fcent do you call this ? 

Pel. Cackamarda Orangate, a rare Perfume Til affurc 




re not for the 
had as good 



ye, Sir. 

Sir Sig. Cackamarda Orangate ; and 'i 
Name of Cackamarda, and fo forth, a M 
have a Sir-reverence at his Nofe. 

[Sneezes often, he crys bonprovache. 

Pet. Bonprovache Seignior, you do not under- 
Hand it yet, bonprovache. 

Sir Sig. Why Sir, 'tis impoffible to endure this fame 
Cackamarda ; whyAJTafetida is odoriferous toit [Sneezing. 

Pet. Tis your right Duke Piquante, believe me : 

but come. Seigniors, wipe your Nofes, and proceed to 
your giving Leffon. 

Sir Sig. As how, Seignior ! 
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Pet. Why prefent me with fomcthing that — 

Diamond on your Finger, to [hew the manner of giving 
handfomly. [Sir Sig. gives it him. 

Oh fie, Seignior between your Finger and 

Thumb thus — with your uther fingers at a diftance — 

with a fpeech, and a bow. 

Sir Sig, Uluflriffimo Seignior, the manifold Obligations, 

Pet. Now a fine turn of your hand thus Oh 

that fets off the Prefent, and makes it fparkle in the Eyes 
of the Receiver. [Sir Sig. turns Itis hand. 

S\r Sig. Which you have heap'd upon me, 

Pet. There flourifh again. [He fiourijhes. 

Sir Sig. Obliges me to beg your acceptance of this fmall 
Prefent, which wiil receive a double Luflre from your fair 
Hand. [Gives it him. 

Pet. Now kifs your fingers ends, and retire back with 
a bow. 

Tick. Mod admirably perform'd. 

Sir Sig. Nay, Sir, I have a Docity in mc, tho I fa/t : 
Come Governor, let's fee how you can out'do mc in the 
Art of prcfentiiuj. 

Tick. Well, Sir, come ; your Snuff- Box will ferve inflead 
of my Ring, will it not ? 

Pet By no means, Sir, there is fuch a certain Relation 
between a Finger and a Ring, that no Prefent becomes 
cither the giving or the receiving Hand half fo well. 

Sir Sig. Why, 'twill be reftor'd again, 'tis but to praflife 
by. 

Pet. Ay, Seignior, the next thing you arc to learn is to 

Tick. Mod worthy Seignior, 1 have fo exhauftcd the 
Cornucopia of your Favours, [Flourijkes~\ — and tailed fo 
plenteouilyofthe fulnefs of your bounteous Liberality, that 
to retaliate with this fmall Clip il but to offer a Spark, 
where I have received a Beam of fuperabundant Sun- 
fhinc— [Gives it. 

Sir Sig. Mod rhetorically perform'd, as I hope to 
breathe ; Tropes and Figures all over. 

Tick. Oh Lord, Sir Signal. 

Pet. Excellent— Now let's fee if you can rcfufe as 

civilly as you gave, which is by an obAinale denial ; ftand 

N 4 both 
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both together Hluftrious Seigniors, upon my Honour 

my little Merit has not intitled me to the Glory of fo 
fplendid an Offering ; Trophies worthy to be laid only at 
your Magnanimous Feet. 

Sir Sig. Ah, Seignior, no, no. 

Pet. Seignior TickUtext. 

[He offers, they refttfe going backward. 

Tick. Nay, cer/o Seignior 

Pet. With what confidence can I receive fo rich 
a Prefent? Seignior TithUttxt ah Seignior 

Sir Sit?. I vow Seignior I'm alhamed you fhou'd 

offer it. 

Tick. la verity, fo am I, [Still going tack, he follows. 

Pet. Pardio Baccui, mod incomparable. 

Tick. But when, Seignior, are we to learn to receive 

Pet. Oh, Sir, that's always a Leffon of it felf :— but 
now, Seigniors, I'll teach you how to aifl a ftory? 

Sir Sig. How, how. Seignior, to af\ a (lory ? 

Pet. Ay, Sir, no matter for words or fenfc, fo the Body 
perform its part well. 

Sit Sig. How, tell a ftory without words! why this were 
an excellent device for Mr. Ticket text, when he's to hold 
forth to the Congregation, and has loft his Sermon-Notes 
why this is wonderful. 

Pet. Oh, Sir, I have taught it Men born deaf [Gets 
between 'em : Makes a ftgn 0/ being fat ; galloping about 
the Stage] and blind : — look ye, (land clofe together, 

and obferve — clofer yet : a certain Eclejaftico, Plump 

and Rich Riding along the Road, meets a Paver 

flrapiao, — un Pavaro ftrapiao, Paure ftrapiao : — flrapiao 
[Puts himfdf into the Pojlure of a lean Beggar ; his hands 
right down by Ais fides, an d picks both their Pockets. 
Elemofima per un Paure ftrapiao, par a Moure de Dievos 
— atlafthe begs a Julio— Neintc {makes the fat Bijhop) 
then the l'aure ftrapiao bejjs a Mezo Julio— (lean) Neinte 
(fat)— une bacio— (lean) -Neinte- (/rfl— at laft he begs 

his lllefting and fee how willingly the Ecclefiaflick 

gave his Benediction. [Opening his Arms, he kits them ' '' 
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in the/ace.}— Scufa fcufa mea Patrona's — 

[Begs their pardon. 

Sir Sig. Yes, very willingly, which by the way he had 
never done had it been worth a farthing. 

Tick. Many, I wou'd he had been a little fpnring of 
that loo at this time— (Jneeses) a lhame on't, it has llir'd 
this fame Cackanuirilo again moll foully. 

Pet. Your Pardon, Seignior; but come, Sir Sig- 
nal, let's fee how you will make this filent relation — 

Come, ftand between us two 

Sir Sig. Nay, let me alone for a memory — come. 

Pet. I think 1 have rcveng'd my Uackfword- beating. 

[Goes off. 

SirSig. Un paureo flarpado — plumpand rich — no.no.the 
Ecclefiaflico meet un paureo ilrapado — and begs the Julio. 

Tick. Oh no, Sir, the flrapado begs the Julio. 

Sir Sig. Ay, ay, and the Ecclefaflico crys Ncinte 

{/naps his nail.) un tneie Julio I — Neinte — un Bacio, 
Neinte : your Blefiing then Seignior Ecclefaflico. 
[Spreads out his Anns to give h is bleffing— and hits Tick. 

Tick. Adds me, you are a little too liberal of this fame 
Benediction. 

Sir Sig. Hah— but where's Seignior Morigorq/ol what. 
is he gone I— but now I think on't, 'tis a point of good 
manners to go without taking leave. 

Tick. It may be fo, but I wiih I had my Ring again, 
I do not like the giving Lcflon without the taking one ; 
why, this is picking a Man's Pocket, cerfo. 

Sir Sig. Not fo, Governour, for then I had had a con- 

fidcrable lofs : Look ye here, how (feeling in his 

Pocket.) how— {in another) how — gone T as I Eve, my 
Money, Governour; all the Gold Barberacho receiv'd 
of my Merchant to day all gone. 

Tick. Hah — and mine — all my flock, the Money which 
I thought to have made a prefent to the Gentlewoman, 
Barberacho was to bring me to — (Afide.) — Undone, un- 
done^ — Villains, Cutpurfes — Cheats, on, run after him. 

Sir Sig. A Pox of all filent ftories : Rogue, Thief- 
undone. [Exeunt. 

NJ ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Julio and his Page. 

Jut. T T OW.theladywhomlfoIIowedfromSt./ViiT-'s 
\ 1 Church a Curtezan ? 

/'rtf. A Curtetan, my Lord, fair as the Morning, and 
as young. 

/*/. I know (he s fair and young ; but is fhe to be 
had, Boy I 

Pag. My Lord, fhe is her Footman told me fhe 

was a Zittella. 

Jul. How a Zittella ! — a Virgin, 'tis impofEble. 

Peg. 1 cannot fwear it, Sir, but fo he told mc ; he 
faid trie had a World of Lovers : Her name is .Sitviaiulta, 
Sir, and her Lodgings — 

Jul. I know't, are on the Corfo ; a Curtezan 1 and 
a Zittella too r a pretty contradiction ; but I'll bate her 
the laft, fo I might enjoy her as the firft : whate'er the 
price be, I'm refolved upon the adventure ; and will this 
minute prepare my (elf. (Going off, Enters Mor. and 
Ofta.)— hah does the Light deceive mc, or is that indeed 
my Uncle, in earned conference with a Cavalier? — 'tis 

he I'll ftcp alide till he's pail, left he hinders this 

Night's diversion. {Goes afieU. 

Mor. I fay 'twas raihly done, to fight him unexamined. 

(hi. I need not ask ; my Reafon has inform' d me, 
and I'm eonvine'd, where-e'er he has conceal'd her, that 
ihe is (led with Fillamour. 

Jut. Who is't they fpeak of? 

Mor. Well, well, fure my Anceftors committed foroe 
horrid crime againft Nature, that fhe fent this Peft of 

Woman-kind into our Family, two Nieces for my 

(hare ! by Heaven, a Proportion fufiicicnt to undo 

ft* Generations. 

Jut. Hah ! two Nieces, what of them ? ^Afid*. 
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their Brother Julio my Nephew, at his return ; there's a 
new plague now :— but my comfort is, I fhall be mad, 
and there's an end ont- [ Weeps. 

Jel. My Curiofity mufl be fatislicd, have patience, 

Noble Sir. 

Mar. Patience is a flatterer, Sir,— and an Afs, Sir ; and 
I'll have none on't — bah, what art thoul 

Jul. Has five or fix Years made ye lofe the remem- 
brance of your Nephew Julio? 

Mor. Julio ! wou'd J had met thee going to thy Grave. 
[Weep. 

Jut. Why fo. Sir ? 

Mor. Your Sifters, Sir, your Sifters are both gone.— 

[Weeps. 

Jut. How gone, Sir? 

Mor. Run away, Sir, down, Sir. 

Jul Heavens! which way? 

Mor. Nay, who can tell the ways of fickle Women — 
in fhort, Sir, your Siller MaruBa was to have been mar- 
ried to this noble Gentleman, nay was contrafled to 

htm, fairly contracted to liim, fairly contracted in my 
own Chappel ; but no fooner was his back turn'd, but 
in a pernicious Moon-li^ht ugkt Ihc (hews me a fair pair 
of heels, w-ith a young liaggage, your other Siltcr Corne- 
lia, who was jufl come from the Monaftery where I bred 
her, to fee her Sifter married. 

Jul. A curfe upon the Sex ! why mufl Man's Honour 
Depend upon their Frailty? 

— Come — give me but any light which way they went, 
And I will trace 'cm with that careful Vengeance 

0(1. Spoke like a Man, that undcrftands his Honour ; 
And I can guefs how we may find the Fugitives. 

Jul. Oh name it quickly, Sir ! 

Oft. There was a young Cavalier— fome time at Vilerbo, 
Who I confefs had Charms, Heaven has denied to me, 
That Trine, Kcauty, which was made to pleafe 
Vain foolilh Woman, which the brave and wife 
Want leifure to defign. 

Jut. And what of him? 

Oft This fine gay thing came in your Sifter's way, and 
made 




made that Conquefl Nature meant fuch Fools for : and, 
Sir, flic's Bed with him. 

Jul. Oh, (how me the Man, the daring hardy Villain, 
Bring me but in the view of my Revenge,— — and if I fail 
to take it, 
Brand me with everlafting Infamy. 

OH. That we mull leave to Fortune and our Induftry. 

—Come, Sir, let's walk and think bell what to do, 

[Going dotim the Scene, enter FilL and Gall 

Fill. Is not that Julio J Boy, run and call him back. 

[Ex. Boy, re-enters wit A JuL 

Jul. Oh, Fillantour, I have heard fuch killing news 
fince lail I left thee 

Fill. What prithee? 

Jul. I had a Sifter, Friend— dear as my life, 
And bred with all the Virtues of her Sex ; 
No Veftals at the Holy Fire employM themfclves 
In innocenter bufinefs than this Virgin j 
Till Love, the fatal Fever of her Heart ; 
Betray'd her harnilefs Houre ; 
And juft upon the point of being married, 
The Thief Hole in, and rob'd us of this Treafure : 
She'as left her Husband, Parents, and her Honour, 
And's fled with the bafe Ruiner of her Virtue. 

Fill. And lives the Villain duril affront ye thus ? 

Jul. He docs. 

Gal. Where, ir 

Jul. I know not. 

Fill. What is he call'd I 

Jul. I know not neither, fome God direcl me to 

the Ravilher ! 

And if he fcape my Rage, 

May Cowards point me out for one of their tame Herd. 

FilL In all your Quarrels I mull join my Sword. 

Gal. And if you want,— here's another. Sir, that, tho 
it be not often drawn in anger, nor cares to be, ihall 
not be idle in good company. 

JuL 1 thank you both ; and if I have occafion, will 
borrow their aihuance ; but 1 mull leave you for a m ' 



ti what diftant World ? 
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111 wait on you anon. 

{They all three walk as down thefireet, talking. 
Enter Laura, -with her Equipage. 
Lau. Beyond my wilh, I'm got into his Friendship ; 



— Ah Silvio, when he took me in his Arms, 

Preffing my willing Bofom to his Bread, 

Kifilng my Check, calling mc lovely Youth, 

And wond'ring how fuch Beauty, and fuch Bravery, 

Met in a Man fo young ! Ah then my Boy, 

Then in that happy minute, 

How near was I to telling all my Soul ! 

My Blufhes and my Sighs were all preparM ; 

My Eyes call down, my trembling Lips juft parting. 

liut dill as I was ready to begin, 

He calls out Silvianelta ! 

And to prevent mine, tells me all his Love. 

— But fee — he's here. — 

[Fill, and Gal. coming ufi the Scene. 

Gal. Come, lay by all fulkn Unrcfolves : for now 
the hour of the Berjere approaches, Night, that was 
made for Lovers. — Hah ! my Dear Saxs~Carurl my 
Life ! my Soul ! my Joy ! 
Thou a- -* 

Lau. 

Gal. Why my Friend here, and 1, have fent and paid 
our Fine for a fmall Tenement of Pleafure, and I'm for 

taking prefent poffeflion ;— but hold if you fhou'd be 

a Rival after all. 

Lau. Not in your Silvianetta ! My Love has a nice 
Appetite, 

And mud be fed with high uncommon Delicates. 
I have a Miflrefs, Sir, of Quality ; 
Fair, as Imagination paints young Angels ; 
Wanton and gay, as was the firfl Corinna, 
That charro'd our bed of Poets ; 
Young as the Spring, and cb earful as the Birds 
That welcome in the Day ; 

Witty, 
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Witty, as Fancy makes the revelling Cods, 
And equally as bounteous when (he blefles. 

Gal. Ah, for a fine young Whore with all thefe Charms ( 
but that fame Quality allays the Joy: there's fuch a dame'd 
ado with the Obligation, that half the Pleafure's loft ia 
Ceremony. 

— Here for a thoufand Crowns reign alone^ 
Revel all day in Love without controul. 

But come to our bufinefs, I have given order for 

Mufick, Dark Lanthorns, and Piftols. 

[This while YWLJiandsJiudyiug. 

Fil. Death, if it fhould not be Marcetla now J 



confidering, 



IPmmfimgqfi*. 

;, refolve, and 



Gal. Prithee 
let's about it. 

Fill. I wou'd not tempt tny Heart again ! for Love, 
What e'er it may be in another's Breafl, 
In mine 'twill turn to a religious Fire ; 
And fo to burn for her, a common Miflrefs, 
Wou'd be an Infamy below her Praftice. 

Gat. Oh if that be all, doubt not Hurry, but an Hour's 
Converfation with Eupktmia will convert it to as leud a 
flame, as a man cou'a wifh. 

Lau. What a coil's here about a Curtesan I what ado 
o perfuade a Man to a lileffing all Rome is languifhing 



—Come, Sir, we muft deal with him, 
s do with peevifh Children, force him to take 



for i 

Phyfici; 

Fil, And like thofe damned Phyficians, kill me for 
want of method : no, I know my own Diftemper bed, 
and your Applications will make me mad. 

Gal. Pox on't, that one cannot love a Woman like a 
Man, but one muft love like an Afs. 

Lau. S'hcart 111 be bound to lie with all the Women 
in Rome, with left ado than you are brought to one. 

Gat. Hear ye that, Henry ? s'death, art not afham'd to 
be inflrufled by one fo young ! — But fee — the Star there 

appears the Star that conduces thee to the Shore of 

Biffs 

She comes ! let's feel thy [Marcella and Cornelia aboi*. 
Heart 
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Heart, (he comes ! 

So breaks the Day on the glad Eaflern Hills, 

Or the bright God of Rays from Thetis' Lap: 

A Rapture, now, dear Lad, and then fall to; for thou 
art old Dog at a long Grace. 

Fil. Now I'm mere Man again, with all his Frailties — 
[Af«U. 
— Bright lovely Creature ! 

Gal. Damn it, how like my Lady's eldeft Son was 
that? 

Fil. May I hope my Sacrifice may be accepted by you 
by Heaven it mufl be ihe ! dill Ihe appears more like. — 
[Afidt. 

Mar. I've only time to tell you Night approaches, 
And then I will expecl you. 

[Enter Crapine, gates cit the Ladies. 

Crap. 'Tis (he, Donna Martella, on my life, with the 
young wild Cornelia I — hah — yonder's the Eitglijh Ca- 
valier too ; nay then, by this Hand I'll be paid for all my 
fruitlefs jaunts, for this good news— (lay, let me mark 
the Houfe. 

M<ir. Now to my Difguife. [Ex. Marcclla. 

Gal. And have you no kind meflage to fend to my 
Heart? cannot this good Example inflrufl you how to 
make me happy 1 

Cer. Faith Stranger. I mull confider firft ; (he's skil- 
ul in the Merchandize of Hearts, and has dealt in Love 
with fuccefs hitherto, Ihe may lofe one Venture, and 
never mifs it in her Stock : but this is my firlt, and fhou'd 
It prove to be a bad bargain, I were undone for ever. 

Gal. I dare fecure the Goods found 

Cor. And 1 believe will not lie long upon my bands. 

Gal. Faith, that's according as you'll difpofe on't, Ma- 
dam — for let me tell you — gad a good handfomc proper 
Fellow is as flaplc a Commodity as any's in the Nation; — 
but I wou'd be referv'd for your own ufe. Faith take a 
Sample to night, and as you like it, the whole Piece ; 
and that's fair and honed dealing I think, or the Devil's 
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Cor. Ah Stranger, you have been fo over-liberal foi 

Ihofe fame Samples of yours, that I doubt they have fpoil- 
ed the fale of the reft ;— Cou'd you not afford, think ye, 
to throw in a little Love and Conftancy, to inch out that 
want of Honefly of yours 1 

Gal. Love 1 oh in abundance ! 
By thofe dear Eyes, by that foft milling Mouth, 
By every fecret Grace thou haft about thee, 
1 love thee with a vigorous, eager PafTion ; 
— Be kind, dear Silvianetta — prithee no, 
Say you believe, and make me blefl to Night 

Crap. Silvianetta ! fo, that's the Name (he has rifl'd 
for Cornelia, I perceive. [Afide. 

Cer. If I mould be fo kind-hearted, what good ufe 
WOu'd you make of fo obliging an Opportunity ? 

Gal. That which the happy Night was firfl ordain'd 
for. 

Cor. Well Seignior, 'tis coming on, and then 111 try 

what Courage the Darkncfs will infpirc me with : till 

then— farewell. 

Gal. Till then a thoufand times adieu. 

[Blowing up kifies to her. 

Phil. Ah, Madam, we're undone, yonder's Cra- 

pine, your Uncle's Valet. 

Cor. Now a Curfe on him ; mall we not have one 

night with our Cavaliers? let's retire, and continue 

to out-wit him, or never more pretend to'L Adieu, 
Seignior Cavalier remember Night. 

Gal. Or may 1 lofe my Senfe to all Eternity. 

\KiJfes his fingers and bows,jhe returns it for a 

Liiii- Gods, that all this that looks at leaft like Love, 
Shou'd be difpens'd to one infenfible ! 
Whilil every fyllable of that dear Value, 
Whifper'd to me, wou'd make my Soul all Extafy. [Afide. 

Oh fpare that Treafurc for a grateful Purchafe ; 

And buy that common Ware with trading Gold, 

Love is too rich a Prize ! — I lhall betray my felf. 

[Afide. 



Gal. 
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Gal. Away, that's an heretical Opinion, and which 
This certain Reafon mufl convince thee of ; 
That Love is Love, wherever Beauty is, 
Nor can the Name of Whore make Beauty lefs, 

Enter Marcella like a Man, with a Cloke about her. 

Mar, Seignior, is your Name Fillamour f 

FiL It is, what wou'd you, Sir ?— — 

Mar. I have a Letter tor you — from Viterbo, and your 
Marcella, Sir. 

FiL Hah Viterbo / and Marcella/ 

It (hocks me like the Ghoft of fome forfaken Midrefs, 

That met me in the way to Happinefs, 

With fome new longed-for Beauty ! [Opens it, reads. 

Mar, Now I (hall try thy Virtue, and my Fate. 

[Afide. 

Fit. What is't that checks the Joy, that (hou'd furprize 
me at the receit of this ? 

Gal, How now ! what's the cold fit coming on ? 

[Paufes. 

FiL I have no power to go— where this — invites me — 
By which I prove 'tis no encreafe of Flame that warms 

my Heart, 
But a new Fire jud kindled from thofe Eyes 
Whofe Rays I nnd more piercing than Marcella 3 z. 

GaL — Ay, Gad a thoufand times prithee what's the 

matter ? 

Mar, Oh this falfe — fouly Man— wou'd I had leifure 
To be reveng'd for this Incondancy ! [Afide, 

FiL — But dill (he wants that Virtue I admire. 

GaL Virtue I 'S'death thou art always fumbling upon 

that dull ftring that makes no Mufick. What Letter's 

that ? [Reads J If the firft Confeffion I ever made of 
Love be grateful to vou, come arm'd to night with a Friend 
or too ; and behind the Garden of the Fountains, you will 
receive — hah Marcella !-rOh damn it, from your honed 

Woman ! Well, I fee the Devil's never fo bufy with 

a Man, as when he has refolvM upon any Goodnefs ! 
S'death, what a rub's here in a fair cad,— how is't man ? 
Alegremente ! bear up, defy him and all's Works. 



so 



Fit, 
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FiL But I have fwom, fwom that I lovM Mareella ; 
and Honour, Friend, obliges me to go, take her away and 
marry her. — And I conjure thee lo afllfl me too. 

Gal. What to night, this night, that I have given to 
Silvianetta ! and you have promis'd to the (air — Euphe- 

Lau. If he fhou'd go ; he ruins my defign, \Afide. 

— Nay, if your word, Sir — be already pail 

Fit. Tis true, I gave my promife to Eufihemia ; but 
that, to Women of her Trade, is eafily abfolv'd. 

Gal, Men keep not Oaths for the fakes of the wife Ma- 
giflrates to whom they arc made, but their own Honour, 
Harry. — And is't not much a greater crime to rob a 
gallant, hofpituble Man of his Niece, who has treated you 
with Confidence and Fricndlhip, than to keep touch with 
a well-meaning Whore, my confeientious Friend ? 

Lou. Infinite degrees, Sir. 

Gal. Befides, thou'fl an hour or two good, between 
this and the time requir'd to meet Mareella. 

Lai/. Which an induArious. Lover would manage to the 
bell advantage.. 

Gal. That were not given over to Virtue and Con- 
flancy ; two the be/1 excufes 1 know for Idlenefs. 

FiL — Yes — I may fee this Woman. 

Gat. Why Gad-a-mcrcy, Lad. 

Fit, And break my Chains, if pofTible. 

Gal. Thou wilt give a good cflayto that 111 warrant thee, 
Before Ihe part with thee ; come let's about it. 

[ They go out on either fide of Fil. per/uading him. 

Mar. He's gone, the Curtezan has got the day, 
Vice has the flart of Virtue every way ; 

\AfuU to Mar. 
And for one Bletfing honed Wives obtain, 
The happier M iHrefs does a thoufand gain. 
I'll home— and prsrtife all their Art to prove, 
That nothing is fo cheaply gain'd as Love. [Exeunt. 

Gal Stay what Farce is this— prithee let's fee a little. 

[Offering to go. 
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Enter Sir Signal, Mr. Tickletext, with his Ooke tfd 

about him, a great Inkhorn t/d at his Girdle, 

and a great Folio under his Arm, Petro dreft like an 

Antiquary. 

— How now, Mr. Tickletext, what drcA as if you 

were going a Pilgrimage to Jeru/alem ? 

Tiek. I make no fuch profane Journeys, Sir. 

Gal. Bui where have you been, Mr. TickMextt 

Sir Sig. Why, Sir, this mofi Reverend and Renowned 
Antiquary has been (ho wing us Monumental Raricticsand 
Antiquities. 

Gal. Tis Petro, that Rogue. 

Fit. — But what Folio have you gotten there, Sir, 
Knox, or Cartwright ? 

Pet Nay, if he be got into that heap of Nonfenfe, 

111 ftcal off and undrefs. [A/nie.] Ex. Petro. 

[Tick, opening the Book. 

Tick. A fmall Volume, Sir, into which 1 tranferibe the 
mofi memorable and remarkable Trail factions of the Day. 

Lau. That doubtlefs mufl be worth feeing. 

Fit. [Reads.] April the twentieth, arofe a very great 
Storm of Wind, Thunder, Lightning 'and Rain,— which 
was a fhreud fign of foul Weather. The aad 9 of 
our 11 Chickens getting loofe, flew over-board, Ihe o- 
ther three miraculouily efcaping, by being eaten by me 
that Morning for breakfaft 

S\i Sig. Harkye Galliard— thou art my Friend, and 
'tis not like a Man of Honour to conceal any thing from 
one's Friend, — know then I am the mofi fortunate Rafcal 
that ever broke bread, 1 am this night to vifit, Sir- 
rah, — the fined, the moil delicious young Harlot, Mum 
— under the Rofe— in all Rome, of Barberachds ac- 
quaintance. 

Gal. -Hah my Woman on my Life 1 and will 

fhe be kind ? 

Sir Sir. Kind ! hang Kindnefs Man, Vm refoVd upon 
ConquefT by Parly or by Force. 

Gal. Spoke like a Roman of the firfl Race, when noble 
Rapes, not whining Courtfhip, did the Lover's bulinefs. 

Sir Sig. 'Sha, Rapes Man ! I mean by force of Money, 

pure dint of Gold, faith and troth : for I have given 500 

Crowns 
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Crowns entrance already, &• Par Dios Bacchus lis trap" 



Caro- 



-tropo Caro, Mr. Gailiard 



;, Sir? 




Sir Sig. La Silvianctta, — and lodges on the Cor/o, not 

far from St. James's of the Incurables- very well fitu- 

ated in cafe of difaflcr — hah. 

Gal. Very well,— and did not your wife Worfhip 
know this Silviaitelta was ray Miflrcfs ? 

Sir Sig. How ! his Miftrefs ! what a damn'd Noddy 

was I to name her ! [, 7/«A. 

Gal. D'ye hear fool ! renounce me this Woman in- 

ftantly, or 111 firil difcover it to your Govcmour, and 

then till your Throat, Sir. 

Sir Sig. Oh Doux Mint — dear Gailiard— Renounce 
her, — Corpo de mi, that I will foul and body, if Ihc be- 
long to thee, Man. 

Gal. No more ; look to't- look you forget her 

Name or but to think of her farewcl 

[Nods at kittt. 

Sir Sig. Farewell, quoth ye 'tis well I had the Art 

of diffcmbling after all, here had been a fweet broil up- 
on the Coaft elfe. 

Fit. Very well, I'd trouble my felf to read no more, 
fince I know you'l be fo kind lo the world to make it 
publick. 

Tick. At my return, Sir, for the good of the Nation, 
I will print it, and think it will deferve it 
Lait. This is a precious Rogue, to make a Tutor of. 
Fil. Yet thefe Mooncalfs dare pretend to the breeding 
of our Youth ; and the time will come, I fear, when 
none lhall be reputed to travel like a Man of Quality, 
who has not the advantage of being impos'd upon by one 
of thefe pedantick Novices, ivho indrufts the young 
Heir in what himfelf is nioft profoundly ignorant of. 

Gal. Come, 'tis dark, and time for our Dcfign, 

your Servant Seigniors. [Exeunt Fil. and GaL 

Lau. I'll home, and watch the kind deceiving Minute, 

that may conducl him by miflake to me. \Exit. 

Enter Vntoo, like Barberacho,>./?.ir Tick. andSir 

Signal are going out. 

Sir Sig. Oh Barberacko, we are undone ! Oh the Dia- 

vdlo Lake that Mafter you fent me t Pet. 
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Pel. Maflcr, what Mailer? 



Sir Sig. A Civility- Mailer he lhould have been, to have 

taught us good Manners ; but the Comuto cheated 

us moit damnably, and by a willing miflake taught us 
nothing in the World but Wit, 

I'd. Oh abominable Knavery ; why, what a kind of 
Man was he ? 

Sir Sig. Why much fuch another as your 

felf. 

Tick. Higher, Seignior, higher. 

Sir Sig. Ay, fomewhat higher but juft of his 

Pet. Well, Sir, and what of this Man ? 

Sir Sig. Only pickt our Pockets, that's alL 

Tick, Yes, and coien'd us of our Rings. 

Sir Sig. Ay, and gave us Cackamarda Orangata for 
Snuff. 

Tick, And his Blefllng to boot when he had done. 

Sir Sig. A vengeance on't, 1 feel it (lilL 

Pet Why, this 'tis to do things of your own head ; 

for I fent no fuch Seignior Morofo but I'll fee what I 

can do to retrieve 'em 1 am now a little in hafte, fare- 



Tkk. Remember to meet n 



— farewcl Barberacho. 
■t out, Sir Sig. pulls Aim. 

s your Money ready) 

Sir Sig, Why now, tho I am threatned, and Icill'd, and 
beaten, and kick'd about this Intrigue. 1 mull advance. 
[A/iife.) But doft think there's no danger ? 

Pet. What in a delicate young amorous Lady, Seig- 
nior f 

Sir Sig. No, no, mum, I don't much fear the Lady ; 
but this fame mad fellow Gnlliard, I hear, has a kind of 

a hankering after her 

Now dare not I teli him what a difcovery I have made. 

[Afide. 

Pet. 
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Pet. Let mc alone to Iccurc you, meet me in the /'/- 
asso d'Htfpagnia, as foon as you can get your fclf in order ; 
where the two Fools IhiUl meet, and prevent cither's com- 
ing. [AJide. 

Sir Sig. Enough, — here's a liiil for 500 Crowns more 
upon my Merchant, you know him by a good token, I 
loft the lad Sum you reccivM for me, a pox of that Hand- 
fel ; away, here's company. [£>. Pet. Enter Oftavio. 

Now will I difguife my felf, according to the mode of 
the Roman Inamorato's; and deliver my felf upon the 
[Ex. Sir Sig. 



1 difcourfc with three 

e many a Ptftole, to 

: I'iterbo, to talk with 



place appointed. 

OR. On the Corfo didft thou fee 't 

Crap. On the Corfo, my Lord, in 
Cavaliers, one of which has given r 
let him into the Garden a-nights a 
Donna Marcella from her Chamber Window, I think I 
fhou'd remember him. 

Oil. Oh that Thought fires mc with Anger fit for my 
Revenge, [Afiit, 

And they are to Serenade 'em, thou fayfl ? 

Crap. I did, my Lord : and if you can have patience 
till they come, you will find your Rival in this very place, 
if he keep bis word. 

Oil. I do believe thee, and have prepared my Bravoes 
to attack him : if 1 can acl but my Revenge to night, 
how (hall I worihip Fortune ? Keep out of fight, and 
when I give the word, be ready alL 1 hear fame coming, 
let's walk off a little. 

Enter Marcella in Man's Clothes, and Philippa as a 
WomnH with a Lantkorn. OcL and Crap, go off 
the other way. 

Mar. Thou canft never convince me, but if Crapfne 
faw us, and gaz'd fo long upon us, he mu!T know us too ; 
and then what hinders but by a diligent watch about the 
Houfe, they will furprize us, e'er we have fecur'd our 
felves from 'em ? 

Phil. And how will this expofing your felf to danger 
prevent 'em? 

Mar. My defign now is, to prevent Pit/amour's coming 
into danger, by hindring his approach to this Houfe ! I 
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wou'd preferve the kind Ingrate with any hazard of my 
own j and 'tis better to die than fill into the hands of 
Oclavio. I'm defperate with that thought, and fear no 
danger : however, be you ready at the door, and when 
I ring admit me ha- — -who comes here? 

Enter Ticklctext with a Ptriwig and CrevoJ of Sir 
Signal'.? : A Sword by his fide, and a dark Lan- 
thorn j flu opens furs, looks on him and goes out. 

Ttik. A Man ! now am I, tho an old Sinner, as ti- 
morous as a young Thief; 'tis a great inconvenience in 
tht-fu Popifh Countrys, that a man cannot have liberty to 
fleal a Wench without danger ; not that I need fear who 
fee me except Galliard, who fufpecling my bufmefs, will 
go near to think I am wickedly inclin'd. Sir Signal I 
have left hard at his Study, and Sir Henry is no noctur- 
nal Inamorato, unlefs like me he diffemblc it.— Wei], 
certo 'tis a wonderful plcafure to deceive the World : 
And as a learned Man well obferv'd, that the Sin of 
Wenching lay in the Habit only ; 1 having laid that afide, 
Timothy Tickletext, principal Holder-forth of the Covent- 
Garden Conventicle, Chaplain of Buffoon-Hall in the 
County of Kent, is free to recreate himieLt 

Enter Gal. -with a dark Lanthom. 

Gal. Where the Devil is this Filtamouri and the Mu- 
fick ? which way cou'd he go to lofe me thus I 

[Looks towards the Door. 

Tick. Not yet' come that muft be Barberacho\ — 

Where are ye, honeft Barberacho, where are ye 1 

[GroSing towards Gal. 
Gal Hah! Barberacho} that Name I am fore is us'd 
by none but Sir Signal and his Coxcomb Tutor ; it mud 
be one of thofe — Where are ye Seignior, where are ye ? 

[Goes towards him, and opens the Lanthom 

and/huts itftraiL 

— Oh 'tis the Knight, arc you there, Seignior ? 

Tick. Oh art thou come, honeft Rafcal— conduct me 

quickly, conduct me to the beautiful and fair Sih'ianetta. 

[Gives him hit Hand. 

Gal 
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r Dogfhip's damn'd. Silvianttta 1 
■e for Fools ? f Draw*. 

Tick. Hah Mr. Galliard, as the Devil would have it ; 

I'm undone if he fees me. 

[He retires hafiify, Gal. gropes for him. 

Gal. Where are you Fop P Buffoon ! Knight ! 

Tickletcxt retiring kajlily runs againfl Oclavio, who 

is juft entering, almoft beats Aim down ; Oil. 

//tries him a good blow, beats kirn back and 

draws t Tick, gets elofe up in a corner of the 

Stage ; OH. gropes for him, as GaL does, ami 

both meet and fight with each other. 

— What dare you draw, — -you have the impudence to be 

valiant then in the dark, [they P-'/s] 1 wou'd not kill the 

Rogue, — 'Sdeath you can fight then, when there's a Wo- 

Oa. 1 hope' 'tis Fillamour; [Afide.) You'll find I 
can, and poffibly may fpoil your making Love to night. 

GaL Egad Sweet-heart, and that may be, one civil 

Thrall will do't i and 'twere a damn'd rude thing to 

difappoint fo fine a Woman, therefore l'U withdraw 

whilft I'm well. [He flips out. 

Enter Sir Signal, with a Mafquerading Coat over his 

Clothes, -without a Wig or Crevat, with a dark /.anthem. 

Sir Sig. Well, I have moft neatly cfcap'd my Tutor ; 

and in this difguifc defy the Devil to claim his own. 

Ah Cafpeto dc Deamlo ; What's that ? 

[Advancing foftly, and groping with his hands, meets 
the point of Oct. Sword, as he is _ 



is groping for GaL 
it (land my Sword f 
no Seignior -fcufa me 



03. Traitor, dareft thcu n 

Sir Sig. Hah 1 Swords i 
Seignior, 

[Hops to the dear: And feeling for Ms way with 
his out-flretcht Arms, runs his Lanlhom in Julio*/ 
face, who is jufi entring ; finds he's oppos'd with 
a good pufih backward, and JliSs afide into a 
corner over-againfi Tickletcxt; Julio meets Ofla- 
vio, and fights him ; OA. falls, Julio opens his 
Lanthorn, andUes his miflake. 

Jul. Is it you, Su ? 

+ oa. 
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Oft. Julio\ From what Miflakc grew all this Vio 

Jul. That I (hou'd ask of you, who meet you arm'd 
Rgunl) me. 

0(7. I find the Night has equally decciv'd us; and you 
are fitly come to [hare with me tile hopes of dear Re- 
venge. [Gropes for his Lanthom, which is dmfit. 

Jul. I'd rather have purfu'd my kinder Paffion, 
Love, and Defire. that brought me forth to night, 

OS. I've leamt where my falfe Rival is to be this E- 
vening. 
And if you'll join your Sword, you'll find it well cm- 
ploy'd. 

Jul. Lead on, I'm as impatient of Revenge as you.— 

Oft. Come this way then, youll find more Aids to 
ferve us. [Goes out. 

Tick. —Sol Thanks be prnis'd, all's ftill again, this 
Fright were enough to mortify any Lover of Icfs Magna- 
nimity than my felf- Well of all Sins, this itch of 

Whoring is the moft hardy, — the moft impudent in Re- 
pulfes, the moft vigilant in watching, moil patient in 
waiting, moll frequent m Dangers ; in all Difafters but 
Difapp ointment, a Philofopher : yet if Bawberetcho come 
not quickly, my Philofophy will be put to't certo. 

This while Sir Signal u venturing from his Pop, 
lipening, and flovily advancing 'towards the mid- 
dU of the Stag*. 

Sir Sig. The Coaft is once more clear, and I may ven- 
ture my Carcafe forth again, tho fiich a Salutation as 

the laft, wou'd make me very unfit for the matter in 

hand. The Battoon I cou'd bear with, the Fortitude 

and Courage of a Hero: But thefe dangerous Sharps I 
never lovM. What different Rencounters have I met 
withal to night, Corpo de me\ A Man may more (afely 

gifs the Gulf of Lyons, than convoy himfelf into a 
audy-Houfe in Rome; but I hope all's pad, and 1 will 

fay with Alexander, Vivat Efperance en defpetto del 

Fa/to. [Advances a tittle. 

Tick. Sure I heard a noife 1— No, 'twas only my fur- 

mife. [They both advance foftty, meeting juji in the 

middle of the Stage, and coming ctefe up to 

Vol, II, each 
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each otktr \ both cautioufly ftart back, and 
/land a tipto in the pofiure of Fear, then gently 
feeling for each ot/ier, {after liftening and 
hearing no Noife) draw bach their Hands aX 
touching each other's ; and fhrinking up their 
Shoulders, make grimaces of more Fear. 
Tick. Que Equcfto. 

Sir Sig. Hah, a Man's Voice !— Ill try if I can fright 

him hence. [Afide. 

Una Maltadette Spiritto Incarnate. [fn a horrible tout. 

Tick. Hah, Spiritto Incarnate \ that Devil's Voice I 

lhou'd know. 

Sir Sig. See Seignior ! Una Spiritto, which is to fay, 
un Spiritalo, Immortallo, Incorporalla, Inanimate, Immii- 

terialle, PhUofophieat, inviftble Unintelligible 

Diavillo. [In the fame lone. 
Tick. Ay, ay, 'tis my hopeful Pupil, upon the fame 
defign with me, my life on't, cunning young Whore- 
mailer ; 111 cool your Courage good Seignior 

Diavillo ; if you be the Diavillo, I have una certaina 
Imntateriale InvtfiMe Conjurafiime, that will fo neatly lay 

your Inanimate tutint(lligU>k Diavillejhip. 

[Pulls out his wooden Sword. 

Sir Sig. How 1 he mufl needs be valiant indeed thai 

dares fight with the Devil. [Endan-ours to get away, 

Tick. Seats him about the Stage.) Ah Seignior, 

Seignior, Alia ! ah — Cafpelo de Baccus—he cornuto, I 
am a damn'd filly Devil thai have no dexterity in vanifhing. 

[Gropes and finds the Door going out, meets juft 

entting Fillamour, Galliard, with all the Mufiei 

he retires, andflands clofe. 

--- - -Hah, what have wc here, new Mifchief t 

[Tick, and he flands againfl each other, on either 
fide of the Stage. 
FiL Prithee how came wc to lofe ye 1 

Gal. I thought I had foliow'd ye but 'tis well 

we are met again. Come tunc your Pipes. 

[ They play a little, enter M arcclla as before. 
Mar. This mufl be he. [Goes up to 'em. 

Gal. Come, come, your Song, Boy, your Song. 



Whilfl 
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Wkilft 'tis finging. Enter Oftavio, Julio, Crapine, and 

The SON G. 
Crudo A more, Crudo A more, 
It mia Core Hon fa per U 1 M 
Suffnr nan vo tormenti i "^ 

Senna maifperar mar ce 
Bella chefia Tiranna, 
Bella eke fia Tiranna, 
Dell meo offerto recetto no* * 
II tuo rigor fingunna 

Selepene 

Le catene 
Tenia auol^ere al mio pie 
See fee Crudtt A more i . . 

// mio Core man fa per U. J 

Lufingkiero, Lufingkiero, I .. 

Bui non Credo alia tuefe i D,s ' 

L' incendio del tuo face 

Net mio Careful vivo none 

Bella eke li die Luoce 

Bella eke li die Luoce 

Ala il rigor LA rdore s'bande 

10 nonfato tuogioce 
Ck- it Veleno 
Del miofeno 

Vergorofofaggitofe n't. 

See fee Crude! Amore . 

11 mio Core no* fa fierte. t b,s 

OH. 'Tls they we iuok for, draw and be ready. 

Tick. Hah, draw then there's no fafcty here certo. 

{Afide. 
Oc"lavio, Julio, and their Party draw, and fight 
b/ilh Fil. and GaL Marcclla imgtyU on their fid* ; 
all fight, the Mufict nmfufedly anwngd 'em : Gal. 
lofer his Sword, and in the hurry gets a Bafe Viol, 
and happens to fitrike Tickletcxt, -who is getting 
away — — his Head breaks its way quite thro, and 
it hangs about his neck ; thcyfi^ht out. 

O 1 Enter 



316 The Feign'd Curtezans; or, 



Pet. Hah that's the voice of my amorous Ananias, 

— or I am miftaken — what the Devils the matter? 

[Opens kis Lanthorn. 
— Where are ye, Sir?— hah, cuts fo — what new-found 
Pillory have we here? 

Tick. Oh honed Barberacho, undo me, undo me 
quickly. 

Pet. So I defign, Sir, as fait as I can — or lofe my aim — 
there, Sir, there : All's well — I have fet you free, come 
follow me the back way into the houfe. 

[Ex. Pet. <7«rfTicklctext. 
Enter Fillamour and Marcclla, with their Sioor-is <lrawn, 
Gal. after 'em. 

Gal. A plague upon 'em, what a quarter's here for a. 
Wench, as if there were no more i'th' Nation ?— wou*d 
I'd my Sword again, [Grebes for it. 

Mar. Which way (hall I direct him to be fafcr?— how 
is it, Sir J I hope you arc not hurt. 

Fit. Not that 1 reel, wiiat art thou ask'fl fo kindly? 

Mar. A Servant to the Roman Curtezan, Mho fenl 
me forth to wait your coming, Sir; but finding you in 
dartgei-j fhar'd it with you. Come, let me lead you 



CI, 1 

Cifei- 



Sir— 



FU. Thou'ft been too kind to give me caufe to doubt 
thee. 

Mar. Follow me, Sir, this Key will give us entrance 

thro the Garden. [Exeunt, 

Enter Otlavio with Us Sward in his hand. 

Oft. Oh ! what damn'd luck had I fo poorly to be van- 
quiftVt ! When all is hufh'd, I know he will return,— there- 
fore 111 fix me here, till I become a furious Statue — but 
I'll reach his heart 

Sir Stg, Oh tamentivota fata what bloody Villains 

thefe Popifh Italians are ? 

Enter Julio. 

Oft. Hah 1 hear one coming this way 

— hah — the door opens too, and he makes toward it 

pray Heaven he be the right, for this I'm fure's the Houfe. 
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— Now Luck, an't be thy will 

[Follows Julio towards the doorfoflly. 
"Jul. The Rogues axe fled, but bow fecure I know 

And 111 purfue my firft dcfign of Love, 

And if this Silviaiuttii will be kind 

Enter Laura from the Hou/e in a Night-gown. 

Lau. Whift who is't names Silvianettat 

Jul. A Lover, and her Slave— 

[She takes him by the hand. 

Lau. Oh, is it you, are you efcap'd unhurt 1 

Come to my Bofom— and be fafe for ever — 

Jul. 'Tis Love that calls, and now Revenge mull flay, 

this hour is thine, fond Boy ; the next that is my 

own I'll give to Anger. 

OH. Oh, yc pernicious Fair, — I'll quickly change the 
Scene of Love into a rougher and more unexpected En- 
tertainment. 

[She leads Julio in.— OPL follows clofe, they fhut the 

door upon 'em. Sir Sig. thrufls out his hemt to 

hearken, hears no body, and advances. 

Sir Sig. Sure the Devil reigns lo night ; wou'd I were 

fhelter'd, and let him rain Fire and Brimflone : for pafs 

the flreets I dare noc — this fhou'd be the Houfe or 

hereabouts I'm fure 'tis. —Hah— what's this — a String — 

Of a Bell 1 hope 111 try to enter ; and if I am mif- 

taken, 'tis but crying Con licentia. [Rings, enter Philippa. 
Phil. Who's there? 

Sir Sig. 'Tis I, 'tis I, let me in quickly. 

Phil. Who the Englifh Cavalier) 

Sir Sig. The fame 1 am right- 1 fee I was ex- 

peaed. 

Phil. I'm glad you're come give me your hand. — 

Sir Sig. I am fortunate at lad, — and therefore will fay 
with the famous Poet. 

— No Happinefs like that alMeifd with Danger, 

Which once ocrcome / lie at Reuk and Manger. 

(fexeunL 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 



Enter Fillamour and Galliard, i 
Apartmtnt. 



x 



JOw fplendidly thefe common Women live ! 
How rich is all we meet with in this Palace; 
;ems the Apartment of fomc Prince, 
Than a Receptacle for Lull and Shame. 

Gal. You fee, Hurry, all the keeping Fools are not 
in our Dominions ; but this grave, this wife People, are 
Miftrefs- ridden too. 

Fill. I fear we have miftook the Houfe, and the Youth 

that brought us in may have deceived us, on fome other 

defign ; however whilfl I've this— I cannot fear— [Draws, 

Gal. A good caution, and 111 Hand upon my guard 

with this ; but fee— here's one will put us out doubt. 

[Pulls a Piftol out Qfkispocktt. 
Fill Hah ! the fair Inchantrefs. 

[Enter Mar. richly andloofely drejl. 
Mar. What, on your guard, my lovely Cavalier ? Lies 
there a danger 
In this Face and Eyes, that needs that rough refinance ? 
— Hide, hide that mark of Anger from my fight, 
And if thou wou'drt be abfolutc Conqueror here, 
Put on foft Looks, with Eyes all languilhing, 
Words tender, gentle Sighs, and kind Defires. 

Gal Death, with what unconcern he hears all this ! 

Art thou pofleft P- Pox, why dofl not anfwer her ? 

Mar. I hope he will not yield — [Ajitte. 

He ftanrls unmovM — 

Surely I was miftaken in this Face, 
And I believe in Charms that have no power. 
Gal. 'Sdeath, thou deferveft not fuch a noble Creature, — 
have 'em both my felf. \Afidt. 



I 
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Fill. Yes. thou haft wondrous power, 

And 1 have felt it long. [PaufiHgly. 

Mar. How! 

Fill. I've often feen that Face but 'twas in 

Dreams : and fteeping iov'd extremely ! 

And waking— ligh'd to find it but a Dream : 

The lovely Phantom vanilh'd with my Slumbers, 

But left a flrong Idea on my heart 

Of what I find in perfect Beauty here, 

But with this difference, (he was virtuous too. 

Afar. What filly fhe was that ? 

Fill. She whom I dream'd I Iov'd. 

Mar. You only dreamt that fhe was virtuous too ; 
Virtue it felFs a Dream of fo flight force. 
The very fluttering of Love's Wings deftroys it ; 
Ambition, or the meaner hope of Intereft, wakes it to 

nothing ; 
In Men a feeble Beauty (hakes the dull (lumber off. 

Gal. Egad, fhe argues like an Angel, Harry. 

Fill. —What hafte thou'ft made to damn thy felf fo 
young! Halt thou been long thus wicked) haft thou 
finn'd paft Repentance? 

Heaven may do much to fave fo fair a Criminal ; 
Turn yet, and be forgiven. 

Gail. What a Pox doft thou mean by all this Canting ? 

Mar. A very pretty Sermon, and from a Prieft fo gay, 
It cannot chufebut edify. 
Do Holy men of your Religion, Seignior, wear all this 

Habit r 
Are they thus young and lovely 1 Sure if ihey arc. 
Your Congregation's all compos'd of Ladies ; 
The Laity muft come abroad for MiftrefTcs. 

Fill. Oh that this charming Woman were but honeft I 

Gal. Twcre better thou wert damn'd ; honeft ! 
Pox thou doft come out with things fo mal a propo — 

Mar. Come leave this Mask of foolifh Modefty, 
' And let us hafte where Love and Mufick calls ; 
Mufick, that heightens Love, and makes the Soul 
Ready for foft Impreffions. 

Gal. So, fhe will do his bufuu-fs with a Vengeance. 

O 4 Fill. 
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Fill. Plague of this tempting Woman, fhe will ruin me : 
I find weak Virtue- melt from round my Heart, 
To give her Tyrant Image a Poffeffion : 
So the warm Sun thaws Rivers icy Tops, 
Till in the ftreamhe fees his own bright Face. 

Gal. Now he comes on apace, — how is't, my Friend ? 
Thou fland'fl as thou'dft forgot thy bufmefs here, 

The Woman, Harry, the fair Curtczan ; 

Quill thou withfland her Charms l I've bufmefs of my 
own, Prithee fall to and talk of Love to her. 

Fill. Oh, I cou'd talk Eternity away, 
In nothing elfe but Love ; cou'dfl thou be honefl J 

Afar. Honed ! was it for that you fent two thoufand 

Or did believe that trifling Sum fufneient 
To buy me to the flavcry of Honefty ? 

Gal. Hold there, my brave Virago. 

Fill. No, I wou'd facrificea nobler Fortune, 
To buy thy Virtue home. 

Mar. What Ibou'd it idling there ? 

Fill. Why make thee conflant to fome happy Man, 

That wou'd adore thee for 1 !. 

Mar. U n co nfcio nable ! conftant at my years ? 
— Oh 'twere to cheat a thoufand, 
Who between this and my dull Age of Conftancy, 
Expert tlic dillnbution of my Beauty. 

Gal. 'Tis a brave Wench \Afidt. 

Fill. Yet charming as thou art, the time will come 
When all that Beauty, like declining Flowers, 

Will wither on the Stalk, but with this difference, 

The next kind Spring brings Youth to Flowers again, 

But faded Beauty never more can bloom. 

— If Intereft make thee wicked, I can fupply thy Pride. — 

Mar. Curfc on your ncceffary Trafh ! which I de- 

fpife, but as 'tis ufeful to advance our Love. 

Fill. Is Love thy bufmefs ? who is there born fo high. 
But Love and Beauty equals I 
And thou mayil chufe from all the wiihing World. 
This Wealth together wou'd innch one Man, 
Which dealt to all, wou'd fcarcc be Charity. 

Mar. 
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M/tr. Together '. 'tis a Mafs wou'd ranfom Kings : 
Was all this Beauty given for one poor petty Conqiieflt 
— 1 might have made a hundred Hearts my Haves, 

In this loft lime of bringing cine to Reafon. 

Farewell, thou dull Philofophcr in Love ; 

When Age has made me wife, I'll fend for you again. 

[Offers to go. Gal. holds her. 

Gal. By this good Light, a noble glorious Whore. 

Fill. Oh ftay, I muft not let fuch Beauty fall, 
— A Whore— con fide r yet the Charms of Reputation, 
The Eafe, the Quiet, and Content of Innocence, 
The awful Reverence all good Men will pay thee, 
Who, as thou art, will gaze without refpcc\ 
— and cry — what pity 'tis fhe is — a Whore 

Mar. O you may give it what coarfe name you plcafe, 
But all this Youth and Beauty ne'er was given, 
Like Gold to Mifcrs, to be kept from life. [Gaingout. 

Fill. Loft, loft part all Redemption. 

Gal. Nay, Gad, thou fhait not lofe her fo— 111 fetch 
her back, and thou fhalt ask her pardon. 

[Runs out after htr. 

Fil. By Heaven 'twas all a Dream ! an airy Dream ! 
The vifionary Pleafure difappears,— and I'm my felf again, 
— Ill fly before the droufy Fit o'ertake me. 

[Going out, Enter Gal. and then Marcella. 

Gal. Turn back — fhe yields, the yields to pardon thee, 
Gone! nay, hang me if ye part. 

[Runs after him, Jlill the Piflol in his Hand. 

Mar. Gone ! I have no lcifurc now for more diflem- 

bling. [Takes the Candle, and goes in. 

Enter Pctro, ffffiflfcjf in Mr. Tickictext, as by dark. 

Pel. Remain here, Seignior, whi lft I ftcpandfetchalighL 

Tuk. Do fo. do fo, honeft Barbiracho. Well, 

my etcape even now from Sir Signal was miraculous, 
thanks ti. my Prudence and Prowefs ; had he difcuvcr'd 
me, my Dominion had ended, and my Authority been 
of none effeft ctrto. 

Phflippa .!.' the door guts inSir SignaL 

Phil. How, Seignior, you're out of danger, III fetch 
X Candle, and l.t my Lady know of your being here. 

[Exit. Phil. Sir Sig. advances a little. 
« G S Enter 
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Enter Pctro with a light, goes between 'em, and/tarts. 

Tick. Sir Signal I 

Sir Sig. My Governour ! 

Pet. The two Fools met ! a pox of all ill luck 1 No 
fhall I lofe my Credit with both my wife Palrons : m. 
Knight I cou'd have put off with a fm.ill Harlot of my 
own, but my Lcvitc having fecn my Lady Cornelia, that 

is, La Sihrianetta, none but that Sufanna wou'd 

fatisfy his Eldcrfhip. But now they have both fav'd ™- 
tilt' labour of a farther invention to difpatch 'em. 

Sir Sig. I perceive my Govcmour's as much confound- 
ed as my fell; 111 take advantage by the forelock, 

be very impudent, and put it upon him faith Ah, 

Govcmour, will you never leave your whoring ? never 
be ftaid, fobcr and difcrc-et, as I am. 

Tick. So, fo, undone, undone ! iuft my Documents 
to him. [ Walks about, Sir Sig. follows. 

Sir Sig. And muft I negleft my precious ftudies, to fol- 
low you, in pure zeal and tender care of your Perfon ! 
Will you never confider where you are? In a leud Pa- 
pift Country, amongfl the Romifh Heathens ! And for 
you, a Governour, a Tutor, a Director of unbridled 
Youth, a Gownman, a Politician ; for you, I lay, to 
taken at this unrighteous time of the Night, in a flaunti 
Cavalicro Drcfs, an unlawful Weapon by your fide, going 
the high way to Satan, to a Curtezan ; and to a Roiniih 
Curtezan ! Oh Abomination ! Ob/catidalum infinitum 1 

Tiek. Paid in my own Coin. 

Pet. So, 111 leave the Devil to rebuke Sin; and to my 
young Lady, for a little of her affiftance in the manage- 
ment of this Affair. [Exit Pet. 

Tiek. I do confefs, I grant ye I am in the houfe of » 
Curtezan, and that I came to vifit a Curtezan, and do 
intend to vifit each Night a fcvcral Curtezan, till I have 
finifhed my woik. 

Sir Sig: Every night one ! Oh Glutton ! 

Tick. My great work of Converfion, upon ... 
whole Nation, Generation, and Vocation of this wicked 
provoking fort of Womankind call'd Curtezans. I will 
turn 'cm ; yes, I will turn 'em, for 'tis a (hamc that 
Man fhou'd bow down to thofe that worfhip Idols. 

And 
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And now I think, Sir, I have fufficicntly explain'd the bu- 

finefs in hand, — as honeft Rarbtracho is my witnefs ; 

And for you — to — fcandalize— mo— with fo naughty an 

Interpretation — affiifleth me wonderfully. 

[Pulls out his hanrfksrehief, and -weeps. 

Sir Sig. — Alas, poor Mr. Tiikletcxl, now as 1 hope to 
be favM it grieves my heart to fee thee weep ; faith and 
troth now, I thought thou hadfl fome carnal Affignation : 
— but ne'er flir, I beg thy pardon, and think thee as inno- 
cent as my felf, that I do — but fee, the Lady's here — s'lifc 
dry your Eyes man. [Enter Cornelia, Phil, and Pet. 

Cor. I cou'd beat thee for being thus miftnken, and 
am refolvM to flatter him into fome mifchief, to be re- 
veng'd on 'em for this il if appointment ; go you, and watch 
for my Cavalier the while 

Tick. Is (he come ) Nay then turn me loofe to her. 

Cor. My Cavalier! [Addreffmg to Sir Sig. Tick. 

pulls him by, and /peaks. 

Tick. Lady 

Sir Sig. You, Sir ! why who the Devil made you a Ca- 
valier? mod Putcntifiima Seigniora, I am the man of 
Title, by name Sir Signal Buffoon, fole Son and Heir to 
Eight Thoufimd Pound a Year. 

Tick. Oh Sir, are you the Man fhe looks for ? 

Sir-Si^. 1 Sir! no Sir: I'd have ye to know, Sir, I 
fcom any Woman, be Ihe never fo fair, unlefs her defign 
be honefl and honourable. 

Cor. The Man of all the World I've chofen out, from 

all the Wits and Beauties I have Teen, to have moll 

finely beaten. [Afide. 

Sir Sig. How! in love with me already, (he's 

damnable handfome too : now wou'd my Tutor were 
hang'd a little for an hour or two, out of the way. [Afide. 

Cor. Why fly you not into my Arms, [She approaching, 
ke Jkunning. 
Thefe Arms that were defign'd for foft Embraces 1 

Sir Sig. Ay, and if my Tutor were not here, the Devi! 

take him that wou'd hinder 'em and 1 think that's 

civil, egad. 

7*6*. Why how now, Barbcracho, what, am I eo- 
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cozen'd then, and is Sir Signal the Man in favour 1 

[Aftd* to Petro. 

Pet. Lord, Seignior, that fo wife a man as you cannot 

perceive her meaning, -fur the Devil take me if I can. 

\Ajld*. 

— Why this is done to take off all fufpicion from you 

and lay it on him ; don't you conceive it, Seignior? 

Tick Yes, honeft Rogue, Oh the witty Wag-tail, 

1 have a part to play too, that mail confirm it 

young Gentlewoman. 

Cor. Ah Belle ingratc, is't thus you recompenfe my 
fufforing Love I to fly this Beauty fo ador'd by all, that 
flight the ready Conqueft of the World, to trail a Heart 
with you /—Ah Txiditor Cruella. 

Sir Sig. Poor Heart, it goes to the very foul of me to 
be fo coy and fcornful to her, thai it does ; but a pox ant, 
her ovcr-foiidnefs will difcover all 

Tick. Fly, fly, young Man, whilfl yet thou haft a 
bark of Virtue Ihining in thee, fly the temptations of 

is young Hypocrite ; the Love that (he pretends with 
10 much zeal and ardour, is indecent, unwarranta- 
ble and unlawful ; firil indecent, as Ihe is Woman — 
for thou art Woman — and beautiful Woman — yes, very 
beautiful Woman ; on whom Nature hath ihew'd her 
height of excellence in the outwork, but left thee unfinilht, 
imperfect and impure. 

Cor. Heavens, what have we here ? 

Sir Sig. A Pox of my Sir Domini ; now is he betide 
his Text, and will fpoil all. 

Tick. Secondly, Unwarrantable; by what Authority 
dofl thou feducc with the Allurements of thine Eyes, and 
the Conjurcments of thy Tongue, the Waitings of thy 
Hands, and the Tinklings of thy Feet, the young Men 
in the Villages ? 

Cor. Sirrah, how got this Madman in? feize him, 
and take him hence. 

Sir Sig. Corpo d< nti, my Govemour tickles her notably 
l'faith— but had he let the care of my Soul alone to night, 
and have let me taken care of my Body, 'twould have 
been more material at this lime. 

Tick. Thirdly Unlawful 

Cor. Quite diflrafted ! in pity take him hence, and 
lead 
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lead him into Darknefs, 'twill fuit his Madnefs bell. 

Tick. How, diftrafled ! take htm hence. 

Pet. This was lucky 1 knew the wou'd c 

— Take him hence — yes into her Bed-chamber pretty 

device to get you to her fclf, Seignior. 

Tick. Why, but is it P— Nay then I will facilitate my 
departure — therefore I fay, Oh mod beautiful and tempt- 
ing Woman {Beginning to preath again. 

Cor. Away with him, give him clean draw and darknefs. 
And chain him fad, for fear of further mifchief. 

Pet. She means for fear of lofing ye. 

Tick. Ah Baggage ! as raft as (he will in thofe pretty 
Arms. [Going to lead him off. 

Sir Sig. Hold, hold, man ; mad faid ye I— ha, ha, ha 
— mad ! why wc have a thoufand of theft in England 
that go loofc about the ftrects, and pafs with us for as fo- 
ber difereel religious perfous, as a man fhall wifh to talk 
n on feme withal 

Pet. You are miflaken, Seignior, 1 fay he is mad, 
ft.ii k mad. 

Sir Sig. Prithee Baroeracho what doft thou mean ? 

Pet. fa rid him hence, that (he may be alone with 
-'slife, Sir, you're madder than he don't you 

re i 

Sir Sig. Ay, ay ; nay, I confefs, IlltiflrilTima Scigniora, 
my Govemour has a Fit that takes him now and then, a 

kind of a frenfy, a fcgary— — —a whimfy— a maggot, 

that bites always at naming of Popery : fo he's 

gone. Eclliflima Scigniora,— you ha\-e mod artifi- 
cially remov'd him— and this extraordinary proof of your 
affection is a fign of fome fmall kindnefs towards mej 
and tho 1 was fomething coy and referv'd before my 
Govemour, Excellentiilima Scigniora, let mc tell you, your 
Love is not cafl away. 

Cor. Oh, Sir, you blefs too fall ; but will you ever 

Sir Sig. Lore thee I ay and lie with thee too, molt 
magnanimous Seigniora, and beget a whole Race of Ro- 
man yuliys Cee/ar's upon thee ; nay, now we're alone, 
turn me loofe to impudence, i'faith. 

[Rujfles her ; Enter Philippa ('■ Itafle.Jkxtting 
the door after her. 

Phil. 
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Phil. Oh, Madam, here's the young mad Englijk Cavalier 
got into the Houfe, and will not be deny*d feeing you. 

Cor. This was lucky. 

Sir Sig. How, the mad Englijk Cavalier ! if this ihou'd 

be our young Count GoJIiara now 1 were in a fweet 

taking Oh I know by my fears 'tis he ; Oh, prithee 

what kind of a manner of Man is he 1 

Phil. A handfom — refolutc— brave— bold- 
Sir Sig. Oh, enough, enough — Madam, III take my 
leave — I fee you are fomething bufy at prcfent— and I'll — 

Cor. Not for the World -.—I'hUippa, bring in the Cava- 
lier that you may fee there's none here fears him. 

Seignior. 

Sir Sig. Oh, hold, hold Madam, you are mif- 

taken in that point ; for, to tell you the truth, I do fear — 

having — a certain Averfion or Antipathy to — 

Madam — —a Genticman- Why Madam, they're the 

very Monfters of the Nation, they devour every Day a 
Virgin. 

Cor. Good Heavens ! and is he fuch n Fury? 

Sir Sig. Oh, and the veriefl Beelzebub ; be- 

ftdes, Madam, he vow'd my Death, if ever he cateht me 
near this Houfc ; and he ever keeps his word in cafes of 

this Nature Oh, that's he. [Knocking at Ike Door.} 

I know it by a certain trembling Inflinct about me ! 

Oh, what (hall I do 

Cor. Why 1 know not- 
high Window ? 

Sir Sig. He knocks again, 1 protefl I am the worfl 

Vaulter in Chriflcndom.— Have you no moderate danger — 
between the two extremes of the Window or the mad 
Count ? no C!ofet ?— Fear has dwindled me to the fcant- 
lingofa Moufehole. 

Cor. Let me fee, — I have no leifure to purfue my Re- 
venge farther, and wilt refl f;ttisfy'd with this, for this 

time. [Afid,:] Give me the Candle, and 

whilft Philippa is conducing the Cavalier lo the Alcove 

by dark, you may have an Opportunity to flip out 

perhaps there may be danger in his being fein [AJi/fe. 

Farewel Fool — i^ x - Cornelia -with the Candle, Phil. 

i;otis to the Door, lets in Gal. takes him by the hand. 

Gal. 



you leap a 
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Gal. Pox on't, my Knight's bound for Viterbo, and 

there's no perfuading him into fafc Harbour again 

He has given me but two hours to difpatch matters here, — 
and then I'm to imbark with him upon this new Difcovery 
of honourable Love, as he calls it, whofe Advenlurers are 
Fools, and the returning Cargo, that dead Commodity cal- 
led a Wife ! a Voyage very fuitable to my Humour. 

Who's there ? 

Phil. A Slave of Silvianctta, Sir ; give me your hand. 
[Ex. aver thejlage, Sir Sig. goes out/o/tly. 

Tlie SCENE changes to a Bed-chamber 
Alcove, Petro leading i?t TickletexL 

Pet Now, Seignior, you're fafe and happy in the Bed- 
chamber of your Miftrcfs who will be here imme- 
diately I'm fure ; III fetch a Light, and put you to Bed 
in the mean lime 

Tick. Not Before Supper I hope, honed Barberacho. 

Pet Oh Seignior, that you ihall do lying, after the 
manner of the antient Romans. 

Tick. Certo, and that was a marvellous good laiy Cuf- 

tom [Ex. Pet. 

Enter Phillippa, •with Galliard by dark. 

Phil. My Lady will be with you inllantly [Goes out. 

Tick. Hah, fure I heard fome body come foftly in at 
the door : I hope 'tis the young Gentlewoman. 

[He advances forward. 

Gal. Silence and Night, Love and dear Opportunity, 

Join all your aids 10 make my Silvia kind ; 
For I am nll'd with the expecting Elils. 

[Tick, thru/Is his Head out to UJUn. 
And much Delay or Difappoinlment kills me. 

Tick, Difappoinlment kills me, and me too, 

'.erto 'tis fhe [Gropes about. 

Gal. Oh hafle, my Fair, harte to my longtng Arms, 
Where arc you, dear and lovelieft of your Sex 1 

Tick. That's I, that's I, my Alma, mea Core, mea 
Vita 1 [ Groping and /peaking loin. 

Gal, Hah — art ihou come, my Life ! my Soul! my 
Joy ! \Goes to embrace Tick, they meet and kifs. 

'Sdeath 
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Sdeath what's this.abeardedMiih-efsl Lights, Lights there, 
quickly Lights ! nay, curfe mc if thou fcap'fl me. 

Tick, ftruggks to get away, he holds him by the Creval 
and Perrrwig ; Enter Petro -with a Candle. 

Gal. Barberacho confound him, 'tis the Fool whom 

t found this Evening about the Houfc, hovering to rooil 

him here !— —Ha what the Devil have I caught a 

Tartar^ efcap'd again ! the Devil's his Confederate. 

Pet. puts out the Candle, comes to Tick, unties Mis 
Crcvat behind, and he flips his head out of the 
Perriwi%, and gets away, leaving both in Gal's 

Pet. Give me your Hand, 111 lead you a back-pair of 
(lairs thro the Garden. 

Tick. Oh, any way to fave my Reputation— —oh — 
Gal. Let me but once more grafp thee, and thou (holt 
find more fafcty in the Devil's Clutches : none but my Mit> 
trefs fcrve ye ! [Gropes out after him. 

Pet witA Tick, running pver tile Stage, GaL af- 
ter 'em, with the Crevat and Perrrwig it 
Hand, his Pi/Jo! in t'other. 

Enter Phiiippa with a Light. 
Phil. Mercy upon us ! what's the matter J what Ni 
ts this- — -hah a Piftol ! what can this 

[A Piftol goes off. 
Enter Sir Signal running. 




Sir Sig. Oh fave mc, gentle Devil, fave me, the Stairs 

fortilyd with Cannons and double Culverins ; I'm pur- 
'd Men I here's Gold in 



lify'd with Cannons and double Culverins 
fu'd by a whole Rcgii 
abundance, fave me.- 



Phil. What Cannons 1 what armed Men) 
Sir Sig. Finding my felf purfu'd as 1 was groping my 
way thro the Hall, and not being able to find the Door, 
I made towards the flairs again, at the foot of which I 
was faluted with a great Gun— a pox of the Courtefy. 

Gal. [Without] Where are ye, Knight, Burfoon, Dog 
of Egypt ? 

Sir Sig. Thunder and Lightning ! 'tis Gtrlliard's'VoKc 

Phil. Here, flep behind this Hanging there's a 

Chimney which may fhelter ye till the Storm be over, 

if you be not fmotlier'd before. 
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Enter Gal as be/art. 

Cor. Heavens ! what rude Noifc is this ? 

Gal- Where have you hid this Fool, this lucky Fool 1 
He whom blind Chance, and mare ill-judging Woman, 
Has rais'd to that Degree of Happinefs, 
That witty Men mull figh and toil in vain for) 

Cor. What Fool, what Happinefs? 

Gat. Ceafe, cunning falfe one, to excufe thy felf, 
Sec here the Trophies of your (namefu! Choice, 
And of my Ruin, cruel fair Deceiver ! 

Cor. Deceiver, Sir, of whom ? in what defpairing mi- 
nute did I fwear to be a conflant Miflrefs ? to what dull 
whining Lover did I vow, and had the heart to break it ? 

Gal. Or if thou hadft, I know of no fuch Dog as 
wou'd believe thee : 
No, thou art falfe to thy own Charms, and haft betrayM 
To the poffeQion of the vildt Wretch (them 

That ever Fortune curd with Happinefs ; 
Falfe to thy Joys, bite to thy Wit and Youth : 
All which thou (I damn'd with fo much careful Induftry 
To an eternal F00L 
That all the Arts of Love can ne'er redeem thee. 

Sir Sig- Meaning me, meaning me. 

{Peeping out of the Chimney, his Face Maekt. 

Cor A Fool ! what Indilcretion have you feen in me, 
fhou'd make ye think I wou'd choofe a witty Man for a 
Lover, who perhaps loves out his Month in pure good Huf- 
bandry,and in that time does more Mifchief than a hundred 
Fools. You conquer without Refinance, you treat with- 
out Pity, and triumph without Mercy : and when you are 

gone, the World crys Ihe had not Wit enough to 

keep him, when indeed you are not Fool enough to be 
kept ! Thus we forfeit both our Liberties and Discretion 
with you villanous witty Men : for Wifdom is but good 
Succefs in things, and thnfe that fail are Fools. 

Gal. Moll glorioufly difputed ! 
You're grown a Machivcllian in your Art. 

Cor. Oh, neceifary Maxims only, and the firfl Politicks 

we learn from Qbfcrvation [ have known a Curtezan 

grown infamous, defpis'd, deca/d, and ruin'd, in the 
pofFeflion 
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Poffeflion of you witty Men, who when (he had the luck 
to break her Chains, and call her Net for Fools, has iiVd 
in Hate, finer than Brides upon their Wedding day, and 
more profufe than the young amorous Coxcomb that fet 
her up an Idol. 

Sir Sig. Well argued of my fide, I fee the Baggage loves 
me ! [I'ecfiint: out with a Fact more f'mutUd. 

Gat. And hat! thou I Oh, but prithee jilt me 01 
And fav thou hail not dellin'd all thy Charms 
To fucn a wicked Ufe. 

Is that dear Face and Mouth for Slaves to kifs? 
Shall thofe bright Eyes be gaz'd upon, and ferve 
But to refleft the Images of Fools » 

Sir Sig. That's I ftiD. [Piping more black. 

Gal. Shall that foft tender Bofon be approach! 
By one who wants a Soul, to breathe in languilhraent 
At everv Kifs that prefles it T 

Sir Sig. Soul ! what a pox care I for Soul — as long 
as my I'erfon is fo amiable? 

Gal. No, renounce thatdull Difcretion that undoes thee. 
Cunning is cheaply to be wife ; leave it to thofe that have 
No other Powers to gain a Conquefl by, 
It is below thy Charms. 

Come (wear, and be forefworn tnofl damnably, 

Thou haft not yielded yet ; fay 'twas intended only, 
And tho thou ly'ft, by Heaven I muft believe thee ; 
Say, haft thou— given him all J 

Cor. I've done as bad, we have difcours'd th' Affair, 
And 'tis concluded on. 

Gal. As bad ! by Heaven much worfe ! difcours'd with 
Wert thou fo wretched, fo depriv'd of Scnfe, (him 1 

To hold Difcourfe with fuch an Animal 1 
Damn it ; the Sin is ne'er to be forgiven. 

Hadft thou been wanton to that lend degree, 

By dark he might have been conducted to thee ; 
Where filently he might have ferv'd thy purpofe, 
And thou liadft had fame poor excufe for that ! 
But bartering words with Fools admits of none. 

Cor. I grant ye, had I talk'd fenfe to him, which 

had been enough to have loft him for ever. 

Sir 



! 



til 
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Sir Sig. Poor Devil, how fearful 'tis of lofing me ! 

Gal. Thai's feme Atonement for thy other Sins, 

Come break thy Word, and walli it quite away. 

Sir Sig. That cogging won't do, my good Friend, that 
won't do. 

Gal. Thou (halt be juft and perjur'd, and pay my Heart 
the debt of Love you owe it. 

Car. And wou'd you have the Heart to make a 

Whore of mc 1 

Gal With all my Soul, and the Devil's in't if I can give 
thee a greater proof of my Paftion. 

Car. 1 rather fear you wou'd debauch me into that dull 
Have call'd a Wife. 

Gal. A Wife! have I no Confcience, no Honour in mc? 
Prithee believe I wou'd not be fo wicked- 
No, — my Dcfires are generous, and noble, 
To fet thee up, th.it glorious mfolcnt thing. 
That makes Mankind fuch Slaves, almighty Curtezan I 

Come, to thy private Chamber let us hafte, 

The facred Temple of the God of Love ; 

And confecrate thy Power. [Offers to bear her off. 

Car. Stay, do you take me then for what I feem ( 

Gal. I am furc 1 do, and wou'd not be miftaken for a 
Kingdom ; 
But if thou art not, I can foon mend that fault, 

And make thee fo. Come I'm impatient to begin the 

Experiment [Offers again la carry her off. 

Cor. Nay then I am in earned,— hold miflakcn Stran- 
ger 1 am of noble Birth ; and Ihou'd I in one hap- 

lcfs loving Minute deilroy the Honour of my Houle, ru- 
in my Youth and Beauty, and all that virtuous Education 
my hoping Parents gave me? 

Gal. Pretty diffcmbled Pride and Innocence ! and 

wounds no lefs than (miles !— Come let us in, where 

I will give thee leave to frown and jilt ; fuch pretty Frauds 
advance the Appetite. [Offers again. 

Cor. By all that's good I'm a Maid of Quality, 
Blefl with a Fortune equal to my Birth. 

Gal. 1 do not credit thee ; or if I did, 
For once I wou'd dtfpenfe with Quality, 

And 



332 The Feign' d CurUzans ; or, 

And to exprefs my Love, take thec with ail thefe Faults. 

Cor. And being fo, can you expeel 111 yield ? 

Gal. The fooner for that reafon, if thou'rt wife ; 

The Quality will take away the Scandal. 

Do not torment me longer — \Ojfirs to lead ha- again. 

Cor. Stay and be undecciv'd,— I do conjure ye. — 

Gat. Art thou no Curteian? 

Cor. Not on my Life, nor do intend to be. 

Gal. No Froftitute? nor doft intend to be? 

ob___. 
ethen? 
Tell me thou wicked honeft cozening Beauty, 
Why didft thou draw me in, with fuch a fair Pretence, 
Why fuch a tempting Preface to invite, 
And the whole Piece fo ufelefs and unedifying? 
—Heavens I not a Curteian ! 



Why from thy Window didft thou take my Vows, 



And make fuch kind Returns? Oh damn 



r Quality : 



What honeft Whore but wou'U have fcorn'd thy Cunning 1 

Cor. I make ye kind Returns 1 

Gat. Perfuade me out of that too ; 'twill be like ye. 

Cor. By all my Wifhes I never held Difcourfc with you 
— but this Evening, fince I firft faw your Face. 

Gal. Oh the Impudence of Honcfly and Quality in Wo- 
A plague upon 'em both, they have undone me ! (man 1 
Bear witnefs, on thou gentle Queen of Night, 
Goddefs of Shades, adorM by Lovers moft ; 
How oft under thy Covert (he has damn'd her felf, 
With feigned Love to me ! [in Paffion. 

Cor. Heavens I this is Impudence : that Power I call 
to witnefs too, how damnably thou injur'll me. \Attgry. 

Gal. You never from your Window talk'd of Love to met 

Cor. Never. 

Gal. So, nor you're no Curtezan? 

Cor. No, by my Life. 

GaL So, nor do intend to be, by all that's good t 

Cor. By all that's good, never. 

Col. So, and you are real honed, and of Quality ? 

Cor. Or may I ftill be wretched. 

Gal. So, then farewell Honeft)' and Quality! 

'Sdeath, what a Night, what Hopes, and what a Mtftrds, 
have 
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have I all loft for Honefly and Quality I [Offers la go. 

Cor. Slay, 

Gal. I will be rack'd firft, let go thy hold ! [In fury. 
Unlefs thou wou'dft repent.— [in a/oft tone. 

Car. I cannot of my fixt Refolves for Virtue I 
— But if you could but— love me — honourably — 
For I affum'd this Habit and this Drefs— — — 

Gat. To cheat me of my Heart the readied way : 
And now, like gaming Rooks, unwilling to give o'er 
till you have hook'd in my laft flake, my Body too, you 

cozen me with Honefty.— Oh damn Uie Dice III 

have no more on't I, the Game's too deep for me, un- 
lefs you play'd upon the fquare, or 1 could cheat like you. 
— Farewel Quality — [Goes out. 

Cor. He's gone ; Philipfti, run and fetch him back; 
I have but this ihort Night allow'd for Liberty; 
Perhaps to morrow I may be a Slave. [Ex. Phil. 

— Now o' my Conference there never came good of this 
trouble fume Virtue— hang^ I was too ferious ; but a Devil 
on't, he looks fo charmingly — and was fo very preffing, 
1 durfl. trull my gay Humour and good Nature no farther. 
[She walks about, Sir Signal peeps and then ccntes out. 

Sir Sig. He's gone ! — -fo, ha, ha, ha. 
As I hope to breathe, Madam, you have molt neatly dif- 
patcbt him ; poor fool — to compare his Wit and his Pcr- 

Cot. Hah, the Coxcomb here ftilL 

Sir Sig. Well, this Countenance of mine never fail'd 
meyet. 

Cot. Ah [Looking about on Aim, fees his face 

bunk, /queries and runs atoajr. 

Sir Sig- Ah, whe what the Deavilo's that for ? 
— Whe F lts I, 'Us I, mod Serenijfima Signiora ! 

[GaL returns ami Philippa. 

Gal. What noife is that, or \s\ fomc new deiign 
To fetch mc back again J 

Sir Sig. How ! Galliard return'd ! 

Gal. Hah I what art thou ? a Mortal or a Devil 1 

Sir Sig. How, not know mc ) now might 1 pafs upon 
him moft daintily for a Devil, but that I have been beaten 
out of one Devilfhip already, and dare venture no more 
Conjurationing. Gal. 



j thro all difguifes, 

ire the Fool 

s Cor. enters and holds Gal. 
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Gal. Dog, what art thou not fbeak ! Nay then 111 

inform my felf, and try if you be flefh and blood. 

[Kicks him, he avoids. 

Sir Sip No matter for all this—'tis better to be kick'd 
than dilcovered, for then I fhall be kill'd :— and I can 
facrifice a Limb or two to my Reputation at any time. 

Gal. Death, 'tis the Fool, the Fool for whom I am a- 
bus'd and jilted ; 'tis fome revenge to difappoint her Cun- 
ning, and drive the Slave before me Dog ! were you 

her lali referve ? [Kicks kirn, he keeps in his cry. 

Sir Sig. Still I fay Mun 

Gal. The Afs will ft ill aj. 
Nor can the Devil's fhape fecui 
[Kicks him, he ran 

Cor. Hold, Tyrant— 

Gal. Oh Women, Women, fonder in your Appetites 
Than Beafts, and more unnatural I 
For they but couple with their Kind, but you 
Promifcuoufly Ihuflle your Brutes together, 
The Fopofbufinefs with the lazy Gown -man —the learned 

Afs with the illiterate Wit the empty Coxcomb with 

the Politician, as dull and infigniticant as he ; from the gay 
Fool made more a Beaft by Fortune to all the lonth'd in- 
firmities of Age. Farewel 1 fcom to croud with the 

dull Herd, or graic upon the Common where they fatten. 
[Goes out. 

Fill. I know he loves, by this concern I know it, 
And will not let him part dilTatisfied. [Goes out. 

Cor.— By all that's good 1 love him more each moment, 
and know he's dcllin'd to be mine- — - [Enter Marcella. 
What hopes, Marcella J what is't we next fhall do I 

Mar. Fly to our [aft referve ; come, let's hade and 
drefs : in that difguife we took our flight from Vilcrbo in, 
and fomething I refolve. 

Cor. My foul informs me what 1 ha't ! a Projefl 

worthy of us both— which whilft we drefs I'll tell thee, 

— and by which, 

My dear Marcella, we will ftand or fall : 

'Tis our lafl Stake we fet ; and have at all. 

ACT 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

Enter Petro, Tickletext,/rowi the Garden. 



Tick. T T Aftg honeft Barberacko, before the Day dif- 
1 1 cover us lo the wicked World, and that 
more wicked Gatliard. 

Pet. Well Seignior, of a bad turn it was a good one, 
that he took you for Sir Signal ! the Scandal lies at his. 
door now Sir, — fo the Ladder's fall, yon may now mount 
and away. 

Tick. Very well, go your ways, and commend me, 
honefl Barberacko, to the young Gentlewoman, and let 
her know, as foon as I may be certain to run no hazard 
in my Reputation, I'll vifit her again. 

Pet. I'll warrant ye, Seignior, for the future. 

Tick. So, now get you gone left we be difcover'd. 

Pet. Farewell Seignior, a boit viage. 

[Ex. Pet. Tick defcends. 

Tick. Tis marvellous dark, and I have loll my Lanthorn 

in the fray ! [(j/vfiiug.] hah — whereabouts am I — 

hum what have we here! ah, help, help, help! 

[Stumiles at the U'dl, get! hold of the Pope, ami jlides 
dotuH in the Bucket.] I (hall be drown'd. Fire, Fire, 
Fire ! for I have Water enough ! Oh for fome Houfe, — 
fome Street ; nay wou'd Pome itfelf were a fecond time 
in flames, that my Deliverance might be wrought by the 
ncceflity for Water ; but no human Help is nigh — oh ! 
Enter Sir Sig. as before. 

Sir Sig. Did ever any Knight- Ad venturer run thro fo 
many Difafters in one nigh! ! my worihipful Careafe has 
been cudgel'd moll plentifully, firft bang'd for a Coward, 
which by the way was none of my Fault, I cannot help 
Nature: then clawed away for a Dinvillo, there I was 
the Fool ; but who can help that too ? frighted with Gut's 
coming into an Ague; then cbimney'd into a Fever, 
where I had a fine Regale of Soot, a Perfume which no- 
thing but my Cackamarda Orangait cou'd exceed ; and 
which I find by \Jnuffs\ my froelling has defae'd Na- 
ture's Image, and a fecond time made me be fufpefted for 
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a DeviL let me fee [Opens kit Lantharn,a»d 

tools on kii Hands.] lis fo I am in a cleanly Pickle: 

if my Face be of the fame Hue, I am fit to fcare away 

old Beclscbui himfelf efaith : [Wipes his Face.] av, 

'tis fo, like to like, ouolh the Devil to the Collier : weB IB 
home, fcrub my felf clean if pofiiblc, get me to Bed, de- 
vifc a handfoin Lye to excufe my long (lay to my Gow- 
nour, and all's well, and the Man has his Mare ajrajc 
[Shuts his Lanthorn mid gropes away, runs ogainfl the Well. 

Que quejio {feels gently.) Make me thankful til 

fubilantia! Wood, by your leave— —[Opens his Lanlkom. 
How ! a Well ! fent by Providence that I may waih my 
felf, left People fmokc me by the feent, and beat me *- 
new for (linking : [Sets doivn his Lanthorn, pulls off kit 
Moskiag-Coat, and goes to draw Water.] Tis a damna- 
ble-heavy Bucket ! now do I fancy I (hall look, when I 
am wathing my felf, like the fign of the Labour-in -vaiit. 

Tick. So, my cry is gone forth, and I am deliver'd by 
Miracle from this Dungeon of Death and Darkncfs, this 
cold Element of llcflmclion 

Sir-SVg - . Hah — fure I heard a difmal hollow Voice. 

[Tick, appears in the Bucket above tke Weil. 

Tick. What, art thou come in Charity? 

Sir Sig. Ah le Diavilo, le Diavilo, le Dt'avittt. 

[Lets go the Bucket, and is running frighted away. 
Enter FiUamour and Page, he returns. 

How, a Man I was ever wretched Wight fo mi- 

ferable, the Devil at one hand, and a Roman Night-wal- 
ker at the other ; which danger (hall I chufe?— 



[Gets to the door of the Hemft. 
at lafl thanks to my Knight 



Tick. So, I a 

for T am fure 'twas he I hah he's here 111 hear his 

Bufmefs. [Goes near to Fillamour. 

Fit. Confound this Woman, this bewitching Woman : 
I cannot (hake her from my fallen Heart ; 
Spite of my Soul I linger hereabouts, 
And cannot to Viterbo. 

Tick. Very good ; a dainty Rafcal this ! 
Enter Galliard with >i Lanfhom, as from Silvia'.? f/oufe, 
held by Fhilippa. 

Fit. Hah, who's this coming from her Houfe? 
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perhaps 'tis Gnlliard. 

Gal. No Argument fhall fetch me back, by Heaven. 

Fit. 'Tis the mad Rogue. 

Tick. Oh Lord, 'tis Galliard, and angry too; now cou'd 
I but get off, and leave Sir Signal to be beaten, 'twere a 
rare project but 'tis iropoflible without difcovery. 

Phil. But will you hear her, Seignior ? 

Gal. That fs,»will I lofe more time about her ? plague 



direful Lovers looks, as wou'd have mollify' d any Wo- 
man of Confcicnce and Religion ; and now to be popt 
fth' mouth with Quality ! Well, if ever you catch me ly- 
ing with any but honefl well-meaning Damfels hereafter, 

hang me : farcwcl, old Secret, farcwel. 

[Ex. Philippa, 

Now am I afham'd of being cozen'd fo damnably, 

nWmwiwr. til if vtrtnoim Rafiral, will fo laugh at me; s'heart 
cou'd 1 but have debauch! him, we had been on equal 

terms. but 1 muft help my fclf with lying, and 

fwear 1 have a 

Fil. You fhall not need, 1'U keep your Counfel, Sir. 

Gat. Hah e/ks vous la ? 

Tick. How, Fiiiamour all this while! fomc Comfort 
yet, I am not the only ProfeiTor that difTcmbles : but 

how (o get away 

Gal. Oh Harry, the mofl damnably defeated ! 

[A Noife of Swords. 
Fil. Hold ? what Noife is that ? two Men coming this 
way as from the houfe of the Curtejans. 
Enter Julio backwards, fighting 0(\nv\o and Bravoes. 

Gal. Hah on retreating, S'death IVe no Sword ! 

Enter Julio and Oftavio fighting. 
Fil. Here's one, I'll take my Page's. 

{7<i*esthc Boy's Sword. 

Gal. Now am I mad for mifchief ; hold my Lanthom, 

Boy. [They fight on Julio'i_Mr, and fight OClavio 

out at t'other fide : Enter Laura and Sa- 

bina at the Fore-door, which is the fame 

whgre Sir Signal ftnnds : Tick, groping 
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up that way, finds Sir Sig. tuft entring in \ 
Laura axrfSab. pa/saver lit. 

Sir Sig. Hah, a door open ! I care not who it b e l aBp 
to, 'tis better dying within Doors like a Man, than in the 
Street like a Dog. 

[Goin? in, Tick, in gnat fear comes ufi and pulls him. 

Tick- Seignior, !gentle Seignior, whoeet you arc that 
owns this Manfion, I bcfccch you to give Protection to a 
wretched Man hall dead with Fear and Injury. 

Sir Sig. Nay, I defy the Devil to be more dead with 
Fear than 1— Seignior you may enter, perhaps 'tis fotBfl 
body that will make an Excufe for us both,— bui h.irk, 
thry return. [Bath go in,juft after Lau. and Sab. enter. 

Lau. He's gone ! he's gone! perhaps for ever gone — 
Tell me, thou filly Manager of Love, how got this Ruffi- 
an in ? how was it poffiblc without thy Knowledge he 
cou'd get Admittance ? 

Sab. Now as I hope to live and learn, I know not. 
Madam, unlefs he follow'd you when you let in the Gtv.i- 
lier, which being by dark he cafily conceal'd lumfelf ; no 
doubt fome Lover of Sih'iairetta's, who miflaking you 
for her, took him too for a RivaL 

Lau. Tis likely, and my Fortune is to blame, my cur- 
fed Fortune, 
Who like Mifers deals her fcanty Bounties with fo flow n 
That or we die before the Bleffing falls, (hand, 

Or have it fnatcht ere we can call it ours. 
f Raving.] To have him in my Houfe, to have him kind, 
Kind as young Lovers when the)' meet by Health ; 
As fond as Age to Beauty, and as foft 
As Love and Wit cou'd make impatient Youth, 
Preventing even my Wifhes and Deuces, 
—Oh Gods ! and then, even then to be defeated, 
Then from my o'erjoy"d Arms to have him fiuitcht ; 
Then when our Vows had made our Freedom lawful ; 
What Maid cou'd fuffcr a Surprise fo cruel ? 

The Day begins to break.— go fearch the Streets, 

And bring me news he's fafe, or I am loft. 
Enter Gal Fil. aorfjul. 

Fill. Calliard, where art thou? 

Gal. 
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Gat. Here fafe, and by thy fide. 

Lau. Tis he ! 

Jul. Whoe'er he were, the Rogue fought tike a Fury, 
and but for your timely Aid I'd been in fomc Danger. 

le ihy Adventure 
int. 



Fil. But Galliard, thou wert telling i 

with Sitinanetttt ; there may be comfot 

/...'.v. So, now I lhall hear with what < 



t he (peaks 
oi me. [Afidt. 

Gal. Oh damn her, damn her ' 

Lau. Hah I 

Gal. The verietl Jilt that ever learnt the Art. 

Lau. Heavens ! 

Gal. Death, the Whore took me for fome amorous 
Englijk elder Brother, and was for Matrimony, in the De- 
vil's name ; thought me a loving Fool, that ne'er had fecn 
fu glorious a fight before, and wou'd at any rate enjoy. 

Lau. Oh Heav"n ! I'm amaz'd, how much he differs 
from the thing he was but a few Minules fince. [AJtde. 

Gal. And to advance her 1'rice, fet up for Quality ; nay 
fwore fhe was a Maid, and that Ihe did but act the Curte- 

Lau. Which then he fcem'd to give a credit to. 

O the forfworn DifTembler ! 

Gal. But when I came lo the matter then in debate, 
fhe was for honourable Love forfooth, and wou'd not 

5 "eld, no marry wou'd (he, not under a Licence from the 
arfon of the Parifh. 

Jul. Who was it, prithee ? 'twere a good Deed to be 
fo reveng'd on her. 

Gal. Fox on her ; no, I'm fure ihe's a damn'd Gipfy, 
for at the fame time the had her Lovers in rcferve, lay hid 
her Bed-chamber. 

Lau. Twas that he took unkindly, 
And makes me guilty of that rude Addrcfs. 

Gil. Another Lover had fhe I 

Gal. Ves, our Coxcomb Knight Buffoon, laid by for 
a relifhing Bit, in cafe 1 proved not feafon'd to her Mind. 

Lau. Hah, he knew bun then. 

Gal. But damn her, (he paffes with the Night, the 
Day will bring new Objects. 

Fil. Oh I do not doubt it, F'^nk. 
Pa 
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La:;. Falfe and Inconflant ! Oh I (hall rave, Silvia - 
[Afide to"' 
Enter Cornelia in Men's Clothes -with n Letter. 

Cor. Here be the Cavaliers : give me, kind Heaven, 
but hold of him ; and if I keep him not. 1 here renounce 
my Charms of Wit and Beauty— — Seigniors, is there a 
Cavalier amonefl yc, cnll'd Filtamour ? 

Fit, I own that Name ; what wou'd you, Sir? 

Cor. Only deliver this, Seigmor, [FiL m afide, opens 
his Lanthe/rn, and reads, Jul. and Gal. talk afide. 

Fil. [Reads. Fit only tell you I am Brother to that 
Marcclla whom you have inju'r'd, to oblige you to meet 
me ax Hour hence, in the Tiazo d'Hifpagnio : / Heed ne>t 
fay with your Sword m your hand, finer you will there 
awe/Julio Scbafliano Morofini I — Hah ! her Brothel tun 
ri'liirn'd from Travel. [Afide. 

Seignior, — I will not fail to anfwer it as he dciires. 

{To Cornelia. 
I'll take this Opportunity to (leal off undifcover'd. 

[Afide going out. 

Cor. So, I've done my Siller's Bufioefs ;now for my own. 

Gal. But my good Friend, pray what Adventure have 
you been on to night. 

Jul. Faith, Sir, 'twas like to have prov'd a pleafant 
one, I came jufl now from Silvianetla, the fair young 
Curtexan. 

Cor. Hah ! what faid the Man— came from me ! [Afide. 

Gal. How, Sir, you with Silvianeltal when? 

Jul. Now, all the dear live-long Night. 

Cor. A pox take him, vrho can this be? [Afide. 

Gal. This night I this night 1 that is not yet departed. 

Jul, This very happy Night, — I told you I faw a love- 
ly Woman at St Peter's Church. 

Gal. You did fo. 

Jul. I told you too I fnllow'd her home, but cou'd 
learn neither her Name nor Quality ; but my Page getting 
into the acquaintance of one of hers, brought me News 
ofbolh: her N rime SitoietHttta, her Quality a Curtczan, 

Cor. 1 at Church ycllerdny ! now hang me if 1 had 
any fuch devout Thoughts about me ; why whal a danin'd 
Icandalous Ratal's this I 

Jul. 
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Jul. Fill'd with hopes of Succefs, at night i made her 
a Vilit, and under her Window had a slurmilb with fomc 
Rival, who was then fcrenading her. 

Gal. Was't he that fought us then, \_Afide, 

But it fecms you were not miftaken in the Houfe 

On with your Story pray— Death, I grow Jealous now — 
[Aide] You came at Night you faid f ■ 

Jul. Yes, and was rcceiv'd at the door by the kind Sil- 
vitinelta, who foftty whifper'd me, come to my Bofom, 
and bo fafe for ever ! and doubtlefs took me for fame 
happier Man. 

Lau. Confufion on him, 'twas niy very Language ! 

\Afitte raving. 

Jul. Then led me by dark into her Chamber. 

Cor. Oh this daran'd lying Kaftal I I do this f [Afitk. 

Jul. But oh the things, the dear obliging things, the 
kind, the fair fining Charmer faid and did. 

Gal. To thee ! 

Jul. To me. 

Gal. Did St'h'i-jnctta do this, Silviaiuli.i the Curteinn ? 

Jul. That pailes, Sir. for fuch, but is indeed of Qua- 
lity. 

Cor. This Stranger is the Devil, how fhou'd he know 
that Secret elfe ? 

Jut. She told me too 'twas for my fake alone, whom 
from the firfl Minute (he faw fhe lov'd, (be had aflum'd 
that Name and that Difguife, the fooner to invite me. 

Lau. 'Tis plain, the things I utter'd !— Oh my Heart ! 

Gal. Curfc on the publick Jilt, the very Flattery fhe 
wou'd have pall on me. 

Cor. Pox take him, I muft draw on him, I cannot 
hold. [A/ide. 

Gal. Was ever fuch a Whore ? 

Lau. Oh that 1 knew this Man, whom by miftake 
I lavifht all the Secrets of my Soul to 1 [Afide. 

Jul. I preft for fomething more than dear ExprefJions, 
And found her yield apace ; 
But fighing, told me of a fatal Contraft, 
She was oblig'd to make to one fhe never faw ; 
And yet if I wou'd vow to marry her, when fhe cou'd 
prove to merit it, (he wou'd deny me nothing. 

P 3 Lau. 
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Lau. T* as I by E 

Jul, Which I with 



i, that heedlefs Fool was 
eager Joy perfbrm'd, 



And on my Knees utter'd the hafly Words, 
Which (he repeated o'er, and gave me back. 

Gal. So, he Tiaa (wallow*d with a vengeance the very 
Bait flic had prepar'd for me, or any body that wou'd 
bite. \Afide. 

Jut. But e'er I cou'd receive the dear Reward of all 
my Vows, I was drawn upon by a Man that lay hid in 
her Chamber, whether by chance or defign I know not ; 
who fought me out, and was the fame you found me en- 
gagM with. 

Cor. A pleafant Rafc.il this, as e'er the Devil taught his 
Leffon to. 

Gal. So, my Comfort is, (he has jilted him too moll 
damnably. 

Cor. Slife, I have anger enough to make me valiant ; 
why fhou'd I not make ufe on't, and beat this lying Vil- 
lain whilil the Fit holds ? 

Gal. And you defign to keep thefe Vows, tho you're 
contracted to another Woman ? 

Jul. I neither thought of breaking thofe, or keeping 
thefe ; my Soul was all employ 'd another way. 

Lait. —It (hall be fo, Silvio,— I've thought upon a 
way that mult redeem all :— — hark and obferve me. 

[Takes Sit. and ' whifpers to him. 

Jul. But I'm impatient to purfue my Adventure, which 
I muft endeavour to do, before the Light difcover the 
Miflake. Farewel, Sir. .[£x. Julio. 

Gal. Go and be ruin'd quite, fhe has the Knack of 

Si/. I'll warrant ye, Madam, for my Part. [Ex. Laura. 

Gal. 1 have a danin'd hankering after this Woman : 
why cou'd I not have put the cheat on her, as Julio has ? 
I f£and as little on my Word a : as he good round Oath 
or two had done the Bufincfs. — But a pox on't, i lovM 
too well to be fo wife. [Silvio tomes up to him. 

Sab. Con Ikentia. Seignior ! is yourName Gatliardf 

Gal. I am the Man, Tweet Heart, let me behold 

thee — hah — Sans Caur'% Page ! 

Sab. A duce of his Lan thorn, what fhall I fay now I 
Softly 
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Softly, Seignior, I am that Page whofe chiefeft 

Hufinefsis to attend my Lord's Miftrcfs, Sir. 

Cor. His Miftrcfs! whofe Miflrefs, what Miftrcfs, slifc, 
how that little Won! has nettled me ! [Ajide, lijlning ciofe. 

Gal. Upon my Life the Woman that he boafted of— 

[Afiae hugging of htmfe/f] A fair young amorous— 

n obi e Wanton a 

And (he wou'd fpeak with me, my lovely Boy J 

Sab. You have prevented the Commajids I had ; but 
Ihould my Lord know of it 

Gal. Thou wert undone, I underftand thee 

And will be fecret as a Confeffor, 

As lonely Shades, or evcrlafling Night. 

Come lead the way. 

Cor. Where I will follow thee, iho to the Ikit of her 
thou'rt going too, and even prevent thy very Bufinds 
there. [Exeunt, 

SCENE, A C/tamSer. 

Enter Laura, at before, in a Night-Gown, 
Lau. Now for a Power thai never yet was known 
To chatm this Stranger quickly into Love. 
Aftifl my Eyes, thou God of kind Defires ; 
Infpire my Language with a moving Force, 
That may at once gain and fecure the Victory. 
Enter Silvio. 
Sgb. Madam, your Lover's here : your time's but Ihort ; 
confide? loo, Count Julio may arrive. 

Lau. Let him arrive ; having fecur'd my felf of what I 
111 leave him to compkiin his unknown Lofs (love. 

To caielda Winds as pitilefs as 1—SaSiMO, fee the Rooms 
Be fill'd with Lights, whilft 1 prepare my felf to enter- 
tain him. 

Darknefs (hall ne'er deceive me more 

[Enter to Sil. CaL gating about him. 



But (till and llient as the Shades of Death ; 
— Hah — Mufick ! and excellent ! 

{Soft Mufuk whilll the/ffls.ti. 
P 4 Pox 
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Pox on't but wherc's the Woman ?— I need no prc- 

Cor. No, you are always provided for fuch Encounters, 

and can fall to fans Ceremony, but I may fpoil your 

Stomach. [A Song tuning. 

Gal. A Voice too ! by Heaven and 'tis a fweet one : 
Grant (he be young, and I'll excufe the reft, 
Yet vie for I'lcafure with the happieft Roman. 

[The Song as by Laura, after whtih f oft Mttfici till 
Jke enters. 

The S O N G by a Perfon of Quality. 

FArrwetlhe World and mortal Carts, 
The raznftid Strephon tr/d, 
Asfultofjov andtemier Tears 
He lay /5y Phillis' fide: 
Let others loll for Wealth and Fame, 
Whiift not one Thought of mint 
At any other Btifsfhall aim, 
But thofe dear Arms, but theft dear Arms of thine. 

Still let megaxe in thy bright Eyes, 

And hear thy charming Tongue; 

I nothing ash flncraife my yoys, 

But thus to feet 'em long. 

In clofe Embraces let us lie, 

Andfpendour Lives to come ; 

Then let us both together die, 

And be each other's, be each other's Tomb. 

Death, I'm fiYd already with her Voice 

Cor. So, I am like to thrive. 

Enter Julio. 

Jul. What mean thefe Lights in every Room, as" if to 
make the day without the Sun, and quite deftroy my 
Hopes !— hah, Galliard here 1 

Cor. A Man ! grant it fome Lover, or fome Husband, 
Or any thing that will but fpoil the Sport. (Heaven, 

The Lady 1 Oh blaft her, how fair Ihc is ! 

Enter 
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Enter Laura with her Lute, dnjl in a carele/s rich Drejs, 
Jollow'dby Sabina, to whom Jhe gives her Lute. 
Jul. Hah! 'tis the fame Woman. 
Lau. A Stranger here ! Whai Art can help me now ?— 
[Sees Julio andjlarts. 
iman 'tis. 
;, Deceit, Di (rambling, all that's Woman — 
[She /tarts and gazes on Gal. pulling Silvio. 

Cor. Sure I fhoud know that Face. 

Lau. Ah look my Silvio, i^t not he J it is 1 

That Smile, that Air, that Mien, that Bow is his : 
Tishe, by all my Hopes, by all my Wilhcs. 

Gal. He ! yes, yes, I am he, I thank my Stars, 
And never bled 'em half fo much for being fo, 
As for the dear Variety of Woman. (neft. 

Cor. Curfe on her Charms, fhe'll make him love in ear- 
Lau. It is my Brother ; and Report was falfc. 

[Going towards him. 
Gal. How.^her Brother ! Gad I'm forry we arc fo near 
akin with ali my Soul; for I'm damnably plcas'd with 
her. 

Lau. Ay, why do ye ihun my Arms ? or are ye Air ? 
And not to be enclos'd in human Twines — — 
Perhaps you arc the Ghoil of that dead Lord, 
That comes to whifper Vengeance to my SouL 

Gal. S'heart, a Ghoil ! This is an odd preparative to 
Love. [Afitk, 

Cor. 'Tis Laura, my Brother 'Julio's Miilrefs, and Sif- 
ter lo Otlavio. 

Gal. Death, Madam ! do not fcare away my Love with 
Tales of Ghofts, and Fancies of the Dead. I'll give ye 
Proofs I'm living loving Man, as errant an amorous Mor- 
tal as Heart can with 1 hope the will not jilt me too. 

[And*. 

n Proof for all Arguments ; 
: his Word now, and (he'll be 



Cor. So! he 

if (he fhou'd take him 
fure to do't. 

Lau. Amiable Strang* 
And charge it on a Paffi' 
Devotion 
Veftals 01 



pardon the Miflake, 
for a Brother : 
ir"d than I, 
widow"d Matrons when they weep ; 
I' 5 



I"'. 



UWps. 
\_AjhU. 
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Till by a fatal Chance 1 faw in you, 

The dear Refemblance of a murder'd Brother. 

Jul. What the Devil can fhe mean by this 1 

Lau. I duril not trull my Eyes, yet flill 1 (*ai*d, 
And that encreas'd my Faith you were my lirother: 
Dut fince they crr'd, and he indeed is dead, 
Oh give me leave to pay you all that Love, 
That Tcnderncfs and Paflion that was his. {Wiping. 

Cor. So, 1 knew (he wou'd bring Matters about fome 

way or other. Oh Mifchicf, Mifchief, help me ! Slifc I 

can be wicked enough when I have no ufe on't ! and now 

have, I'm as harmlefs as a Fool. {As GaL is tarttcftly. 

talking to Lau. Julio pulls him by tktSUevt. 

Lau, Oh fave me, fave me from the Murderer. 

Jul. Hah ! 

Gill- A Murderer, where f 

Lau. I faint, I die with horror of the Sight I 

Gal. Hah — -my Friend a Murderer I fure you mif- 
take him. Madam ; he faw not Rome till .yefterday ; an 
honcft Youth, Madam, and one that knows his diilance 

upon occafion ! S'lifc how cim'ft thou here? 

prithee be gone and leave us. 

Jul. Why, do you know this Lady, Sir? 

Gal. Know her! — a — ay, ay, Man and all 

her Relations, fhe's of Quality :— withdraw, withdraw — 
Madam a— — -he is my Friend, and fhall be civiL— — ■ 

Lau. I have an eafy Faith for all you fay: but 

yet however innocent he be, or dear to you, I beg he 

wou'd depart he is fo like ray Brother's Murderer, 

that one Look more wou'd kill me 

Jul. A Murderer ! charge me with Cowardice, with 
Rapes orTreafons Gods, a Murderer ! 

Cor. A Devil on her, fhe has robb'd the Sex of all their 
Arts of Cunning. 

Gal. Pox on't thou'rt rude ; go, in good Manners go. 

Lau. I do conjure ye to torture me no more : 
If you wou'd have me think you're not that Murderer, 
Be gone, and leave your Friend to calm my Heart 
Into fome kinder Thoughts. 

Gal. Ay, prithee go, I'll be fure to do iny Bufinefs for 
thee. . 





A Mg> 

Cor. Yes, yes, you will not fail to do a friendly Part, 
no doubt. 

Jul. Tis but in vain to ftay 1 fee fhe did miftake 

her Man lail night, and 'twas to Chance I am in debt for 
that good Fortune ;^— I will retire to (hew my Obedi- 
ence, Madam. \Exit. Jul. Gal. going to the door with him. 

Lau. He's gone, and left me Miltrefs of my With. 
Defcend ye little winged Gods of Love, 
Defcend and hove round our Bower of Blifs ; 
Play all in various Forma about the Youth, 
And empty all your Quivers at bis Heart [AJide. 

[GaL returns, Jhe takes him by the hand. 

Advance thou dearer to my Soul than Kindred, 

Thou more than Friend or Brother. 

Let meaner Souls bafe-bom conceal the God ; 

Love owns his Monarchy within my Heart, 

So Kings that deign to vifit humble Roofs, 

Enter difguis'd, but in a noble Palace, 

Own their great Power, and fhew thcmfelves in Glory. 

Gal. 1 am all Tranfport with this fudden Blifs, 
And want fome kin Allay to fit my Soul for Rccompence. 

Cor. Yes, yes, my forward Friend, you fhall have an 
Allay, if all my Art can do't, to damp thee even to Dif- 
appointment. 

Gal. My Soul's all Wonder ; now let us retire, 
And gaze till I have foften'd it to Love. 

[Going out, is met by Cor. 

Cor. Madam ! 

Lau. More Interruption!— hah [Turns. 

Car. My Maftcr, the young Count Julio — 

Lau. Julio! 

Gal. What of him ? [AJide. 

Cor. Being juA now arriv'd at Rome 

Lau. Heavens arriv'd ! [AJide. 

Cor. Sent me to beg the Honour of waiting on you. 

Lau. Sure Stranger, you miftake. 

Car. If, Madam, you are Laura Lucretia. 

Gal. Laura Lucretia I by Heaven the very Woman 
he's to marry. [A'ide. 

Lau. This would furprize a Virgin lefs refolv'd : 
But what have I to do with ought but Love ? [AJide. 

— And 
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— And can your Lord imagine this an Hour 
To make a ceremonious Villi in I 

Gal. Riddles by Love ! or is'l fomc Trick again ? 

Cor. Madam, where Vows arc pail, ihe want of Cere- 
mony may be pardon'd. 

Lau. I do noi life 10 have my Will difputed, 
Be gone, and lei him know 111 be obeyed. 

Cor. Slife (he'll out-wit me yet, \_AJUe. 

Madam, 1 fee this Niccncfs is not general, 
— You can except fame Lovers. 

Gal. My pert young Confident, depart, and let your 
Mailer know hell find a better welcome from the fair vain 
Curtezan, Silvianettii, where he has pall the Night, and 
given his Vows. 

Lau. Dearly devis'd, and 1 mufl take the hint. 

[Afide fmtting. 

Cor. He knows me fore, and fays all this to plague 
roe. [4/ldf. 

My Lord, my Mafler with a Curtezan 1 he's but jufl now 

Gal. A pretty forward faucy lying Roy this ; and may 

do well in time. Madam, believe him not, I faw his 

Mafler yefterday, convers'd with him. 1 know 

him, he's my Friend ; —'twas he that parted hence but 
now, — he told me all his I'afllon for a Curtezan fcarcebatf 
an hour lince. 

Cor. So 1 

Lau. I do not doubt it, Oh how I love him for this 
feafonable Lye : 

— And can you think I'll fee a pcrjur'd Man, [To Cor. 
Who gives my interefi in him to another ? 
—Do I not help ye out mofl artfully i— Laughing to GaL 

Cor. I fee they arc refolv'd to out-face me. 

Gal. Nay, vowd to marry her. 

Lau. Heavens, to marry her ! 

Cor. To be conqucr'd at my own Weapon to ! 

Lying ? 'tis a hard cafe. — \Afide. 

Gal. Go Boy, you may be gone ; you have your An- 
fwer, Child, and may depart— Come, Madam, let us 
leave him. Cor. 
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Cor. Gone, no help! Death 111 quarrel with him, 

'-" -damn him, rather than lofe him 

. Seignior. [Pulls Aim.] —You call me 
. oil may find your (elf miftaken. Sir, — 

And know I've that about me may convince yc. 

[Skewing his Sword. 

'Thas done fome Execution. 

Gat. Prithee on whom, on what fmall Village CursT 
The barking of a Mafliff wou'd unman thee. [Offers logo. 

Cor. Hold — follow me from the refuge of her Arms ; 
As thou'rt a Man, I do conjure thee do't t 
—I hope he will, I'll venture beating for't. \Afidt. 

Gal. Yes, my brisk little Rafcal I will— a— 
Lum. By all that's good you fhall not ftir from hence ; 
ho, who waits there, Antonio, Silvio, Gttfpero t[Entcr all. 
—take that tierce Youth, and bear him from my fight. 

Cor. You fhall not need ; slife thefe rough Rogues 
will be too hard for me ; I've one prevention left, — fare- 
wel. 

Mafjt thoufuppty her imtk as feeble Art, 
As IJhou'd do, were 1 to play thy part. 

[Goes out with Ike re/I. 

Gal. He's gone, now let's redeem our blelTcd Minutes 

loft. [Go in. 

SCENE changes to the Street.— 
Piazo d'Hifpagnia. 

Eater Julio alone. 

Jul. Now by this breaking Day-light I cou'd rave: I 
knew fhe miflook me lafl night, which made me fo eager 
to improve my lucky Minutes. Sute Galliard is not the 
Man, I long to know the Myflery ; — hah— who's here I 
— F.-l/amour 1 

Enter Fillamnur met !y MarceEa in .Ifan's Clothes ; they 
pajs by each other and jujlte. 

Mar. I take it, you are he I look for, Sir. 

Fil. My name is Fillomour. 

Mar. M ine, Julio SebaJUano Morofini. 

Jut. Hah my name, by Heaven ! A/ide. 



Fill. I doubt it 



:. fince in that lovely Face 
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I fee Ihe charming Image of Marcella. 

Jul. Hah!— 

Mar. You might, e'er Travel ruffled me to Man. \Aftd*. 

1 fhou'd return thy Praife vthilft I furvey thec. 

But that I came not here to compliment j— draw — 

[D r mw H. 

Fill. Why, caufe thou'rt like Marctlla ? 

Mar. That were fufficicnt reafon for thy Hate, 
liut mine's becaufe thou haft betray'd her bafdy. 
— She told me all the flory of her Love, 
How well you meant, how honelUy you fwore, 
And with a thoufand Tears imploy'd my Aid 
To break the Contrail ihe was forced to make 
T Oflavio, and give her to your Arms : 
I did, and brought you word of our Dcfign, 
— I need not tell ye what returns you made ; 
Let it fuffice, my Sifter was neglected, 

Neglected for a Curtezan, a Whore ; 

1 watcht, and faw each Circumftance of Falfhood. 

Jul. Damnation! what means this? 

Fill. I fcorn to favc my Life by Lyes or Flatteries ; 
But credit me, the Vifit that I made 
I durfl have fworn had been to my Marcella ; 
Her Face, her Eyes, her Beauty was the fame, 
Only the bufinefs of her Language differ'd, 
And undeceiv'd my hope. 

Mar. In vain thou think'fl to flatter me to Faith, 

When thou'dfl my Sifter's Letter in thy hand, which ended 

that difpute. 
Even then I faw with what regret you read it ; 

What care you took to difobey it too 

The ftuvering Maid, half dead with fears and terrors of 



the: 



i;.:ill. 



Jul. Hold, much miflaken Youth; 'tis I am Julio. 
thou Fillamour know'fl my name, know'ft I arriv'd but 
ycfterday at Rome, and heard the killing News of both my 

Sifters Flights, Mareella and Cornelia, and thou art 

Tome Impofture. [To Marcella. 
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Mar. If this now fhou'd be true, 1 were in a fine con- 
dition. [Afide. 

Fill. Fled ! Marcclla fled ! 

Jul. 'Twas fhe I told thee yefierday was loft ; 
But why art thou concem'd? explain the Myftcry. 

Fill. I lov'd her more than Lite; nay, even than 
Heaven; 
And doll thou queflion my concern for her t 
Say how, and why, and whither is (he fled I 

Jul. Oh wou'd I knew, that I might kill her in her 
Lover's Arms ; or if I found her innocent, reftore her to 
Oftawo. 

Fill. To Oclavio ! and is my Friendfhip of fo little 
worth, you cannot think I merit her! 

Jut. This is fume trick between 'em ; but I have 
fwom mod folemnly, have fworn by Heaven and my 
Honour to refign her, and I will do't or die — therefore 
declare quickly, declare where (he is, or I will leave thee 
dead upon the place. [To Marcclla. 

Mar. So, Death or Oclavio, a pretty hopeful Choice 
this : 

FiL Hold ! by Heaven you (hall not touch a fingle 
hair, thus — will I guard the Secret in his bofom. 

[Put! him/elf between 'em, draws. 

Jul. 'Tis plain thou'ft injured mc,— and to my Honour 

111 facriricc my Friendihip, follow me. [Ex. JuL Fil. 

Enter Petro and Cornelia. 

Mar. Ah Petro, fly, fly, fwift and rcfeuc him. 

[Ex. Pet. with his Sword in his hand. 

Cor. Oh have I found thee, fit for my purpofc too 1 

Come, hafle along with me, thou muft prefent my 

Brother Julio inftantly, or I am loft, and my Project's 
loft, and my Man's loll, and all's loft. 
Enter Petro, 

Ptt. Vicloria, Vitloria, your Cavalier's the Conque- 
ror j the other wounded in his Sword-hand, was calily 
dif armed. 

Mar. Then let's retire, if I am feen I'm loft ;— Petro, 
(lay here for the Cavalier, and conducl him to mc to this 
houfc ; 1 mud be fp«edy now. 

Cor. Remember this is Julio. [Pointing to Marcclla. 
Pet. 
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Pet I know your defign, and 



hah, Off at 



Enter Oftavio, Morolini and Crapin 

: everlafting Ini 



{Exit. 



., dwell 

t on my face, that Men may point me out that hated 
Lover that faw his Miflrefs falfe, flood tamely by whilft 
fhe repeated Vows ; nay, was fo infamous, fo dully tame, 
to hear her fwcar her Hatred and Averfion, yet dill I 
calmly liften'd ; tho my Sword were ready, and did not 
cut his throat for't. 

Mor. 1 thought you faid you'd fought. 

Off. Yes, I did rouze at laft, and wak'd my Wrongs ; 
But like an Afs, a patient Fool of Honour, 
I gave him friendly notice 1 wou'd kill him ; 
And fought like Prizcrs, not as angry Rivals. 

Mor. Why that WU handfome, — I love fair pby ; what 
wou'd you elfe have done? 

Off. Have fall'n upon him like a fudden Storm, {Eater 
Pet. and Fill.) quick unexpected in his height of Love : — 
fee — fee yonder; or I'm miflaken by this glimmering 
Day, or that is Fiilameur now entering at her door ; 'tis 
he, by my RevengL — What fay you, Sir? 

Mor. By th' Mafs 1 think 'twas he 

[Enter Julio. 

Off. Julio, I've caught the Wantons in their Toil, 
I have 'em fafl, thy Sifter and her Lover. [Embraces him. 

Jul. Eternal Shame light an me if they fcape then. 

Off. Follow me quirk, whilfl we can get Admittance. 

Jul. Where here? 

Off. Here,— come all and fee her Shame and my Re- 

Jnl. And arc you not miflaken in the Houfe? 

Off. Miflaken ! I faw the Raviiher enter jufl now, thy 
Uncle faw it too ; Oh my exceffive Joy ! come, if I lye — 
fay I'm a Dog, a Villain. [Exeunt as into the Houji. 

SCENE Changes to a Chamber. Enter Sir 
Signal a little groping. 

Sir Sig. There's no finding my way out, and now 

docs Fear make me fancy this fame inchantcd Caftle. — 
EtUtr 
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Enter Tick. liflening. 

Tick. Hah, an inchantcd Caflle ! 

Sir Sig. Belonging to a monftrous Giant ; who having 
fpirited away the King of Tropicipopican'% Daughter, keeps 
her here inclos'd, and that I a wandring Knight am by 
fickle Fortune fent to her Deliverance. [Tick, li/lens. 

Tick. How's that ! fpirited away the King of Tropicifio- 
pLan's Daughter ; blefs me, what unlawful Wickedrjefs 
is prarTlis'd in this Romilh Heathenifh Country ! [Afide. 

Sir Sig. And yet the Devil of any Dwarf, Squire or 
Damfcl have 1 met with yet,— — wou'd I were cleanlily 

off this bufinefs hah, Lights as I live, and People 

coming this way ! blefs me from the Giant I Oh 

Lord what fhall I do ! 

[Fails oh his Knees. 

Tick. I fear no Giants, having Juftice on my Side; but 
Reputation makes mc tender of my Perfon.— Hah— 
what's this, a Curtain : I'll wind my'fclf in this, it may 
fecureme. [Winds him/elf in a Window-Curtain. 

Sir Sig. They're cntring, what fhall 1 do I 

hah •here's a Comer ; defend me from a Chimney. 

{Creeps to the Corner of the Window, and feels 
a f pace between Tick'* Legs and the Corner ; 
creeps in, anitftands up jt, <fl behind 'Tickletcxt. 
Enter GaL leading Laura ; Sab. with Lights 
jufl after 'em ; Jul OcT. Mor. and Crap. 

Oil. Jufl in the happy Minute .' 

Gal. I've fwom by every God, by every Power divine, 
to marry thee, and favc thee from the Tyranny of a fore'd 
Contract.— Nay Gad, if I lofe a fine Wench for want 
of Oaths this bout, the Devil's in me. 

Oil. What think ye now, Sir I 

Jul. Damnation on her, fet ray Rage at Liberty, 
That I may kill 'em both. [Mor. holds kirn. 

Mor. 1 fee no caufe for that, ihe may be virtuous yet 

OH. Do ye think as fuch to pafs her off on me, 
Or that I'll bear the Infamy of your Family? 
No, I fcorn her now, but can revenge my Honour on a 
Rival. 

Mor. Nay then I'll fee fair Play,— turn and defend thy 



Life 



[Goes la Gal. who ti 



Jul 
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Jul. Whilft I do Juftice on the Proftilute:- 



, 'tis the Woman that I love. 



Lav. Oftavio 1 



[He gases, Jhl runs ft 



Oft. Laura ! my Sifter, perfidious (haraeful 

[Offers to kill ker. 

Jul. Hold, thy Sifter this ? that Sifter I'm to marry. 

Lau. Is this then Julio ? and do all the Powers conipire 
to make me wretched 1 

Oft. May I be dumb for ever. 

[Holds his Sword down, and looks Jadly ; Jul, holds 
Lau. by one /mud, plcails with Oct. with the o- 
tier. Enter Fillamour and Pet. 

Fit. Hah, GalHard, in danger too. \Dra<ws, 

Jleps to 'em, Mor. puts between. 

OIL Fillamour here ! how now, what's the matter 
Friend? [They talk tuhilft enter Marcella and Cornelia. 

Cor. Hah, new Broils ; fure the Devil's broke loofe to 

night. my Uncle as I live ! 

Mot. pleads between Fil. and Oclavio, 

Afar. And Oftavio, where fhall we fly for Safety? 

Cor. I'll even trail to mf Creeches, 'tis too late to re- 
treat ; s'life here be our Cavaliers too; nay then, 

ne'er fear falling into the Enemies hands. 

FU. I, 1 fled with Marcella ! had I been bleft with fo 
much Love from her, I wou'tl have boafted on't i'th' face 
of Heaven, 

Mor. La ye, Sir. [To Oclavio. 

Fil. The lovely Maid I own I have a Paflion for ; 
But by the Powers above the Flame was facred, 
And wou'd no more have paft the Bounds of Honour 
Or Hofpitality, than I wou'd bafely murder ; and were (he 
1 wou'd from all the World make her for ever mine, (free, 

Mor. Look ye, Sir, a plain cafe this. 

Gal. He tells ye fimple truth, Sir. 

Oft. Was it not you this fcarcc paft night I fought with 
here, in the Houfe by dark, juft when you had exchanged 
your Vows with her l 

Lau. Heavens I was it he? [Afide. 

Fil. This Minute was the firft I ever enter'd here. 

Jul. 'Tnas I, Sir, was that interrupted Lover, — and 
this the Lady- Lau. 






A Night's Intrigue. 

Lau. And mull T yield at laft? 
Oil. Wonders and Riddles ! 
Gal. And was this die .5 



Story of? 



±.e Silvianetta, Sir, you told the 
[Slity. 

Jul. The fame whom Inclination, Friends, and Defliny, 
confpirc to make me blcft with. 

Gal. So many Difappointments tn one night wou'd 
make a Man turn honeil in fpitc of Nature. 

[Sir Sig. peeps from behind. 

Sir Sig. Some Comfort yet, that I am not the only Fool 
defeated. 

Otl. I'm fattsfyM (To Fit) — but what cou'd move you, 
Sir — (to Gal.) to injure me, one of my Birth and Qua- 
lity 1 

Gal. Faith, Sir, I never ftand upon Ceremony when 
there's a Woman in the cafe,— nor knew I 'twas your 
Sifter : Or if I had, I Ihou'd ha' We'd her ne'er the worfc 
for that, had fhe been kind. 

Jut. It is my Bufinefs to account with him, 
And I am fatisfy'd he has not injur'd me, he is my Friend. 

Gat. That's frankly faid ; and uneompell'd, I fwear 
(he's innocent. 

Otl. If you're convincM, I trfc am fatisfy'd, 
And give her to you whilft that Faith continues. 

[Gives him her. 

Lau. And muft I, mud I force my Heart to yield ? 
And yet his generous Confidence obliges me. [Afide. 

Otl. And here I vow by all the facred Powers, Qtaeeh) 
thatpunifh Perjury, never to fet my Heart on fai thief s 
Woman ; — never to love nor marry j (Rifts) Travel 
fhail be my bufinefs — thou my Heir. [To Julia 

Sir Sig. So, poor foul, I'll warrant he has been de- 
feated too. 



Mar. Who owns with Blufhes Truths fhou'd be con- 
ceal'd, but to prevent more M if chief, — That I was yours, 
Sir, was againft my Will, (to OcL) my Soul was Fitla- 
mour's e'er you claim'd a right in me ; tho I never faw 

or hdd difcuurfu iviih liini. but at an awful diftancc, 

nor knew he of my Flight. Otl. 
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03. [ do believe, and give thee back my Claim, I 
feorn the brutal part of Love ; the noblert Body, where 
the Heart is wanting- [They all talk afide, Cornelia 

comes up to Galliard. 

Cor. Why how now, Cavalier, how like a discarded 
Favourite do you look now, who whilfl your Authority 
lafted, laid about ye, domineerM, huft and bluftcr'd, 
as if there had been no end on't ; now a Man may ap- 
proach ye without terror You fee the Meat's fnatcht 

out of your Mouth, Sir, the Lady's diipofed on j whofe 
Friends and Relations you were to well acquainted with. 

Gat. Peace Boy, I ihall be angry elfe 

Cor. Have you never a cafl Miflrefs, that will take com- 
panion on you : Faith what think ye of the little Curte- 

Cal. As ill as e'er 1 did ; what's that to thee ? 

Cor. Much more than you're aware on. Sir and 

faith, to tell you Truth, I'm no Servant to Count Julio, 
but e'en a little mifchievous Inftrumcnt (he fent hither to 
prevent your making love to Donna Laura. 

Gal. 'Tis (he her felf.— how cou'd that Beauty hide it 

felf fo long from being known ? [Afide.) Malicious 

little Dog in a Manger, that wou'd neither eat, nor fuffer 
the Hungry to feed themfdves, what fpiteful Devil cou'd 
move thee to treat a Lover thus ? but I am pretty well re- 
veng'd on ye. 

Cor. On me ! 

Gal. You think I did not know thofe pretty Eyes, that 
lovely Mouth I have fo often kill in cold imagination. 

Cor. Softly, Tormentor. [They talk afide. 

Mar. In this difguife we parted from Viterbo, attended 
only by Petro and Phitippa : At Home we took the Title 
and Habit of two Curtezans ; both to inciter us from 
knowledge, and to oblige Fittamour to vifit us, which 
we believ'd he would in curiolity ; and yefterday it fo fell 
out as we defired. 

Fill. Howe'er my Eyes might be impofed upon, you 
fee my Heart was firm to its firft Objefl ; can you forget 
and pardon the miftake f 

Jul She fhall, and with Oflavio's and my Uncle's 
leave,— thus make your Title good.— [Gives her to FiU. 

oa. 




A Nighfs Intrigue. 
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Oil. Tis vain toilrive with Deftiny. [Gives her. 

Mor. With all my heart, — but wherc's Cornelia all this 
while 1 

Gal. Here's the fair Stragier, Sir. 

[Leads for to Mor. he holds his Cane up to her. 
Mor. Why thou Baggage, thou wicked Contriver of Mif- 
chief,wbatcxcufehad'Il thou for running away 1 thou had 'ft 
no Lover. 

Cor. Twas therefore, Sir, 1 went to find one ; and 
if I am not miflaken in the mark, 'tis this Cavalier I pitch 
upon for that ufe and purpofe. 

Gal. Gad I thank yc for that, 1 hope you'll ask my 

leave firft, I'm finely draw in {'faith Have I been 

dreaming all this night of the pofleffion of a new-gotten 
Miftrcfs, to wake and find my felf noos'd to a dull Wife 
in the morning ? 

Fill Thou talk'A like a Man that never knew the Plea- 
fures thou defpifeft ; faith try it, Frank, and thou wilt 
hate thy pail loofe way of living. 

Cor. And to encourage a young Setter up, I do here 
promife to be the moft Miftrefs-like Wife, — You know, 
Seignior, i have learnt the trade, tho 1 had not flock to prac- 
tife ; and will be as expenfive, infolent, vain, extravagant 
and inconflant, as if you only had the keeping part, and 
another the amorous Affignations. What think ye, Sic ? 
Fill. Faith fhe pleads well, and ought to carry the Caufc. 
Gal. She fpcaki Reafon, and I'm refolvM to tmil good 

Nature :— Give me thy dear hand. 

{They all join to give it him, he kijjes it. 

Mor. And now ye are both fped, pray give me leave 

to ask yc a civil queftion ; are you fure you have been 

honefl ? if you have, I know not by what miracle you 

have liv'd. 

Ptt. Oh, Sir, as for that, I had a final! (lock of Cam in 
the hands of a couple of En^lijh Bankers, one Sir Signal 
Buffoon— 

Sir Sig. Sir Signal Buffoon, what a pox does he mean 
me trow ! [Peeping. 

Pet. And one Mr. TickUiext. 

Tick. How was that ? certo my Name ! 
{Peeps out, and both/ce each other ; their Faces being elo/t 






'tc/ti/e the Curtain, and t'other at t other 
Gat. 
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The Feign'd Curtesans. 



Gal. and Fill. Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Sig. And have I caught you i'faith, Mr. Govcrnour ? 
Nay ne'er put in jour head for the matter, here's none 
but Friends, mun. 

Gal. How now, what have we here ? 

Sir Sig. Speak of the Devil, and he appears. 

[Pulls his Govcrnour forward 

Tick. I am undone, — but good Sir Signal, do not cry 
Whore firft, as the old Proverb fays. 

Sir Sig. And good Mr. Govcrnour, as another old Pro- 
verb fays, do not let the Kettle call the Pot black-arfe ?— 

Fill. How came you hither, Gentlemen 1 

Sir Sig. Why faith. Sir, divining of a Wedding or two 
forward, I brought Mr. Chaplain to give you a can of his 
Office, as the faying is. 

Fill. What, without Book, Mr. TicklcUxtl 

Cor. How now, fure you miftake, thefe arc two 
Lovers of mine. 

Sir Sig. How, Sir, your Lovers ! wc are none of 
thofe, Sir, we are Englifhmett. 

Gal. You mi flake. Sit Signal, Uiis is Silvianttta. 

Sir Sig. and Tick. How ! [Afide. 

Gal. Here's another Spark of your acquaintance, do 

you know him 1 

Tick. How Barberacho : nay then all will out 

Gal. Vcs,and your Fencing and Civility- M after. 

Sir Sig. Ay,— Why was it you that pickt our Pockets 
then, and cheated us ? 

Gal. Mofl damnably,— but fincc 'twas for the fupply 
of two fair Ladies, all [hall be reftor'd again. 

Tick. Some comfort that. 

Fill. Come, let's in and forgive all ; 'twas but one 
Night's Intrigue, in which al! were a little faulty. 

Sir Sig. And Govcrnour, pray let me have no more 
Domineering and Ufurpation : but as we have hitherto 
been honefl Brothers in Iniquity, fo let's wink hereafter at 
each others Frailties ; 

Since Love and Women eafily belt ay Mart, 
From the grave Gown-man to the bufy Lay-man. 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Smith. 

SO hard the times are, andfo thin the Town, 
Tho but one Playhoufe, that muft too lie down ; 
And when we fail, what will the Poets do t 
They live by us as we are kept by you : 
When we disband, they no more Plays will write, 
But make Latnpoons, and libel ye infpite ; 
Dif cover eachfalfe Heart that lies within, 
Nor Man nor Woman /hall in private fin ; 
T/te precifc wlwring Husband's haunts betray, \ 

Which the demurer Lady to repay, > 

In his own coin does thejufi debt defray. ) 

The brisk young Beauty UnKd to Lands and Age, 
Shuns the dull Property, andfirokes the youthful Page ; 
And if the Stripling apprehend notfoon, 
Turns him afide, and takes the brawny Groom ; 
Whilfi the kind Manfo true a Husband proves, 
To think alVs well done by the thing he loves ; 
Knows he's a Cuckold, yet content to hear 
Whate*er Heaven fends, or Horns or lufly Heir. 
Fops of all forts he draws more artfully, 
Than ever on tlie Stage did Nokes or Leigh .• 
And Heaven be praisfdwhen thefe are f caret, each Bro- 
O'tti Pen contrives tofet on one another, {fher 

Thefe are the cffecls of angry Poets Rage, 
Driven from their Winter-Quarters on the Stage ; 
And when we go, our Women vanifh too, 
What will the well-fledgd keeping Gallant do % 
And where but hsre can he expert to find 
A gay young Damfel manag'd to his mind, 
who ruins him, and yet f cents wondrous kind} 

On 
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One infolent andfalfe, and what is worfe, 

Governs his Heart, and manages his Purfe, 

Makes him whatever /he'd have him to believe, 

Spends his Efiate, then learns him how to live ? 

Ihofie the/e weighty Con/iderations will 

Move ye to keep us altogether Jlill ; 

To treat us equal to our great Defert, 

And pay your Tributes with a franker Heart ; 

If not, th y a/ore/aid Ills will come, and we mujl part. 



\ 



T/ie End of the Second Volu?7ie. 
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